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Introduction. 

n^Re genefis of this little volume is Joon 
told. The pre/ent writer^ during a 
rejidence abroad of Jome ten y ear s^ having re- 
ceived in reply to all inquiries for a copy of 
Vaughan's Poems the uniform anjwer that 
they were ^^out of print ^' rejolved that when 
he fhould vifit England he would Juggeji to 
fome publifher the deftrability of reijfuing 
the works of Jo true^ but^ as it Jeemed^ Jo 
unappreciated a poet. Having in his pojfej- 
Jion a copy of the Fir ft Edition of the 
" Silex Scintillans," he felt that a facfimile 
of that volume would be an acceptable addi- 
tion to Mr. Stock's Jeries of facfimiles, the 
more Jo as in that Jeries had been publifhed 
*' The Temple'' of George Herbert. The need- 
ful arrangements having been made^ the 
lovers of our Sacred Foetry mayjetjide by fide ^ 
and in their original forms ^ what is deepeft 
and moft Jacred in the utterance of theje 
kindred Jculs. 

The following is believed to be a complete 

lift 
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lift of the previous editions of the " Silex 
Scintillans r 

1 . Silex Scintillans ; or^ Sacred Poems and Private 

Ejaculations, by Henry Vaughan, Silurift. 
London, printed by J, W, for H. Blunden, 1650. 

2. Silex Scintillans : Sacred Poems and Private Ejacu- 

lations, The Second Edition. In two Books, by 
Henry Vaughan, Silurifl, London, printed by Henry 
Crips and Lodowich Lloyd, 1655. 

3. Silex Scintillans: Sacred Poems and Private Ejacu- 

lations of Henry Vaughan, with Memoir by Rev, 
H, F, Lyte. London: Pickering, 1847. 

4. The Sacred Poems and Private Ejaculations of Henry 

Vaughan, with a Memoir by the Rev. H, F, Lyte. 
Boston: Little, Brown, and Company, 1856. 

5. Silex Scintillans : Sacred Poems and Private Ejacula- 

tions, by Henry Vaughan, London: Bell and Daldy, 
1858. 

6. (Fuller Worthies Library,) The Works in Verfe 

and Profe Complete, of Henry Vaughan, Silurift, 
For the firft time collected and edited, etc, by the 
Rev, Alexander B, Gro/art, in four volumes. 
Printed for private circulation, 1871. 

7. Silex Scintillans, etc: Sacred Poems and Private 

Ejaculations, by Henry Vaughan, " Silurift ^^ with 
a Memoir by the Rev, H, F, Lyte, London: 
George Betl and Sons, \^%i. 

Of the firft of thefe it is not necejfary to 

fay anything^ as the reader now holds an 

exact facfimile of it in his hand; the few 

occaftonal mifprints being of courfe repro- 

duced as accurately as any of the text. 

The 
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The Edition of 1655, as is evident by 
comparijon^ conjtfts of the unfold copies of 
that of 1650, with other poems added ^ en- 
titled Silex Scintillans, Part 2. The pagi- 
nation of the fecond part is quite independent 
of that of the fir ft. The engraved frontij- 
piece^ which forms fo ftriking a feature of 
the fir ft edition^ is not found in the fecond ; 
hut there is added an " Author s Preface^' 
and an arrangement of Scripture texts 
Jetting forth the author s ficknefs^ recovery^ 
or at leaft his partial recovery^ ^^dfuggeft- 
ing that the volume of poems is his 
thankoffering. Two ftight dedicatory poems 
complete the additions. The only alterations 
are in the poem on " Ifaacs Marriage^'' 
where for the reading given in lines 1 1 and 
12^ page 20, we find — 

But being for a bride prayer was fuch 

A decreed courfe Jure it prevaiPd not much. 

In line 14 ^^dulV is read instead of ^^ cor se.^^ 
Line 19 runs — 

When confcience by lewd ufe had not loft fenfe, 

and lines 5 and 6, page 21 — 

But in a Firgin^s native bluftp and fears 
Freft? as thofe rofes which the day spring wears. 

By a clofe comparifon it is Jeen that the 
four pages 19-22 of the fir ft edition have 

been 
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been removed^ and replaced in the Jo-called 
fecond by four others^ in which theje altera- 
tions are made. 

From this time a period of nearly two 
hundred years elapfed before another edition 
of Vaughan was given to the worlds and it 
Jeems that in the meantime he was forgotten^ 
except that here and there Jome fir ay copy may 
have fallen into hands that cherifhed it^ as^ 
for injiance^ to our lajiing gain^ into the 
hands of Wordjworth, Since the dijcovery 
that Wordjworth had in his JcUnty library 
a copy of the Silex Scintillans, well read and 
with notes in his own handwritings it is no 
longer a matter of conjecture that his thought 
was largely influenced by that of Vaughan^ 
or that the ^^ Retreate'' has provided^Jo to 
Jpeak^ the groundplan of the " Ode on the 
Intimations of Immortality'^ During the 
eighteenth century the genius of Vaughan lay 
buried like his own " Hidden Flower^' but 
In the Ode of Wordjworth it lives again a 
glorified and ajfuredly an immortal life. 
The only thing to be regretted in connexion 
with WordJwortKs tranjlation of the ^' Re- 
treat e " into his own larger utter ance^ is that 
he did not complete the work^ by making the 
clojtng thought of the ""^ Retreat e'^ the clofing 
thought also of the Ode. The abrupt 

fuggejiivenejs 
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fuggeftivenefs of the former is to our 
mind more beautiful than the melancholy 
fplendour^ as of one of Turner's Junfets^ 
of the latter. It is more beautiful and 
more Satisfying to think with* Vaughan 
that we may go back to God^ as we came from 
Him^ with the hearts of little children^ that 
our latefi days may be as our earliejiy heaven 
round about us^ our thoughts white and 
celeftial^ no longer looking back indeed to 
that glory whence we came^ but forward to 
that glory whither we go ; than with 
JVordJworth to find our reft 

In the foot hing thoughts that fpring 
Out of human fufferingy 
In the faith that looks through death^ 
In years that bring the philofophic mind. 

Though Jome of our poet's thought 
thus found fpeech in Wordfworth^ it was 
meet that his own voice fhould bt heard 
again /peaking in all things his true Jelf 
Welcome therefore was Mr, Lytes edition 
of 1847, with its admirable biographical 
Jketch, His book is pra5iically a reprint of 
the editions of 1650-55, with Jome '^ Pious 
Thoughts and Ejaculations "from a volume 
entitled " Thalia Rediviva." The editing 
is not indeed perfect^ but the errors, are Jo 
few that there can be no other verdi£l upon 

the 
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the book than one of fure commendation and 
gratitude. Before us is a complete lifi of 
the variations between the text of this 
edition and that of 1650. The mofi notice- 
able are the titles which Mr, Lyte has 
Jupplied to the untitled poems. The mi/- 
prints are correSled^ but there are other 
alterations which are not improvements. 
For inJiancCy In pafling is Jubfiituted 
for pafling on page 16, line 10, and 
Afar for Far, page 47, line 2, alterations 
which Mr. Lyte no doubt fuppofed to be 
required by the metre^ but which do not 
/how much ear for the muftc of the verfe. 
Again y he gives us on page 56, line 26, 
" If not a very devill worfe than beaji^' 
forgetting that with the old writers ^'devill^'' 
like " evily'^ may be a monofyllable^ and that 
Vaughan wrote correSfly^ " If not a very 
devill worfe than a beafi!' And on line 17 
of the fame page^ he has inferted two fyllables 
to make up the required number of feet. 
Then we have rills for drills, page 33, line 
17; concert /t?r confort, ^^^^ 62, line 3, 
where Mr, Lyte's word may be a better 
one but is not Vaughan s ; fentrie for 
centric, page 47, line 3 ; and wind for 
winds, ^^^^ I, line 6, in deference to thi 
rhyme. If thefe are fome of the principal 

alterations y 
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alterations^ it will be Jeen that Mr. Lytes 
edition is fairly correal. 

Of this the edition of Bofton^ 1856, and 
of London^ 1858, are reprodu£lions^ except 
that in the latter we find the readings of 
1655 in the poem on *'^ Ifaacs Marriage'' 
Then followed^ in 1868, in the Fuller 
Worthies Library^ edited by Mr. Grojart^ 
the only edition we have of Vaughan's 
complete Works in Proje and Verfe. Mr. 
Grofart^ it is hardly needful to fay^ has re^ 
produced the author's text with the utmoft 
care and fidelity^ no alteration being made 
without the original reading being given in 
a footnote^ together with Jome reajons for 
the change. 

It only remains to notice Mejfrs. G. Bell 
£s? Sons Aldine Edition of 1883, by which 
Vaugharis title is at laji recognifed to a 
place in a fiandard collection of Britifh 
poets. This is Mr. Lyte's text again, but 
corrected by the original. A few of Mr. 
Lyte's variations have been, however, allowed 
to remain, amongji which are rills /J?r drills, 
concert for confort, and the unhappy Afer 
in the line " Far beyond the fiars.'' 

It is a pity, too, that in reprinting with 
this edition Mr. Lytes memoir, admirable 
as it is, the Jiatement fhould be continued 

that 
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that Herbert was Vaughans model in poetry^ 
or that the " Silex Scintillans" was compojed 
in imitation of the " Temple." The rejem- 
blames^ Jo far as we can fee, are theje : 
Vaughan's " Son-days '* is ftmilar in fiyle^ 
though every v^ay^ as we thinlz^ Juperior to 
Herbert's " Sunday." In his " Diforder and 
Frailty " we find the final rhymes managed 
in a way that juji reminds us of the " mend 
my rhyme " of the " Deniall," and in 
" Repentance '' we find Vaughan transfer- 
ring to his own pagejome exprejjions from 
Herbert's " Aaron " (fee page 21, lines 3, 4, 
and i) ; but where in Herbert have we 
anything like two lines cloje by : 

I am the gourd of fin and for row y 
Growing overnight and gone to-morrow ? 

Vaughan no doubt was indebted to 
Herbert for much in his character and inner 
life ; but his genius as a poet was all his 
own^ and one which kept him freer from the 
foibles of his time than was Herbert. He 
wrote poetry before^ as well as after ^ the 
influence of Herbert became a power in his 
life ; and though in the later poems the Jub- 
jeSfs are changed^yet the genius is the fame. 

For thoje who care to look up the litera- 
ture of our JuhjeSl^ we may mention Mr. 

George 
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George MacDonaltTs notice of Vaughan in his 
delightful little ^0(9>t,"EngIand's Antiphon " ; 
aljo a paper by Mr. J. R. Green ^ the fir ft 
he is known to have publifhed^ in the firfl 
number of the " Druid," a Jejus College 
magazine^ which is of value chiefly from 
the account which it gives of the condition 
of Jefus College^ and of Oxford generally^ 
during the ftirring years of Vaughan's 
refidence ; if indeed^ its chief value be not 
rather as revealing one ft age in the develops 
ment of the genius and ftyle of the hifto^ 
rian. 

WILLIAM CLARE. 

London, 1885. 
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The Dedication. 




* Y God thou that didft dye for me, 
Thcfc thy deaths fruits I offer thee. 
Death that to me was life, and light 
But darke. and deep pa r^ to thy fight, 
Somedrops of thy all-quickning bloud 
Fell on my heart, thefe made it bud 
And put forth thus though. Lord, before 
The ground was curs'd, and void of ftore. 

Indeed, I had fome here to hire 
Which long refifled thy defire, 
That fton'd thy Servants and did move 
To have thee murther'd for thy LoVe. 
But, Lord, I have expcll'd them, and fo bent 
Begge thou wouldfl take thy Tenants Rent. 
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♦»♦♦♦♦»♦♦*♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦:♦♦* 

Silex Scintilkns, & c. 

Regeneration. 

Ward, and dill in bonds, one day 

T ftolc abroad, 
It was high-fprinff, and all thcHray 
Prmros'a, ana hune with (hade . 
Yet, was itfroft within. 
And furly winds 
Blafted my infant buds, and finnc 

Like Clouds ecclips cl my mind.. 
t. 
Storm'dthus -, I ftraight pcrccxv'd my fpring 

Meerc ftage, and (how, 
My waike a monHrous, mountain'd thing 

Rough-caft with Rocks, and mow 
And as a Pilgrims Bye 

Far From rclicfe, 
Meafures the melancholy skyc 

Then drops, and rains for gricfe, 

J. 
So iigh'd 1 upwards ftill, at laO: 

'Twixt ftcps, and falls 
I rcach'd the piftaclc, where plac'd 
1 found a paire of fcales, 
I tooke them up and layd 

In th'one late paines. 
The other fmoake, and Dlcafores weigh d 
But prov'd tnc heavier graincs ; 

With that, fome crycd, jiway ; ftraight I 

Obeyed, and led 

Full Eafl,a fain^ frefti fieW co"!*^ ^PY 
Some ctllM It, fdcobs Bid ^ 

A 4 



8 Silex SnmillAns 

A Virgm-foile, which no 
Kudefeeceretrody 
Where ( fince he ftept there,) only «> 

Prophccsjand friends of God« 

Here, I repos'd | but fcarfc well ftt^ 

A grove deihycd 
or ftatcly height, whofc branches met 
And mixt on every fide j 
I encred, and once in 

(Ama2*d to fee't,) 
Found all was chang'd, and a new fpring 
Did all my fenfes greet 3 

The unthrift Sunne (hot vitall gold 

Athoufand peeces. 
And heaven its azure did unfold 

Chccqur'd with fnowie fleeces^ 
The aire wa^ all in fpice 
And every bulh 
A garland worp ^ Thus fed my Eyes 
BuialltheEarelayhufli, 
7. 
Only a little Fountain lent 

Some ufe for Earcs, 
And on the dumbe Ihadcs language fpent 
The Mufick of her tcarcs j 
I drew her neere,and found 
The Cifterne full 
Ofdivcrs ftoncs, Ibme bright, and round 
Oihers ill-fhapM, and dull. 

The firfl f pray markc*) as quick as light 

Danc'd th rough the floud^ 
But, thUaft more heavy then the night 
NaiPd to the Center ftood , 
I wondcr'd much, buttyt'd 
At laft with thought, 
My reftlefs Eyc.that ftill defir'4 

Asikangc anobjcd brought; 
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[t was a banke of flowers, where I defcried 

(Though 'twas mid-day,) 
Some faft afleepe, others broad-eyed 
And taking In the Ray^ 
Here mufing long, I heard 
A ru&ing wind 
Which ftill increased, but whence it (tirr*d 
No where I could not find ; 
10. 
I turn'd me round, and to each ihadc 

DjfA>atch'd an Eye^ 
To fee, if any leafc had made 

Lcail motion, or Reply, 
But while I liftmng fought 
My mind to eafe 
By knowing, where 'twas, or where not, 
It whifpcr'd 5 inhere / pUafe^ 

Lord . then faid 1^ On me me breathy 
And Iti me dye before m^ daub I 

Cant. Cap,5.v€r 17. 
An[e North f and com thou Sou^mrd , a/td bh¥^ 
ufon my garden^ that thejpices tbereef may flow out 



Death, 

•yf T>ial€gue^ 

Soul0. 

nr Is a fad Land, that In one day 

Hatli duird thee thus, when death fliall freeie 
Thy bloud to Ice, and thou muft ftay 
Tenant for YcarcSj and Centuries, 
How wilt thou brook t "^ — . 

Body 
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So^, I cannot tell/— - 

But if all fence wings noc with thee. 
And /omething ftiUbe left the dead^ 
lie wifli ray Curtatnes ofTco free 
Me frootf fo darke, and lad a bed ; 

A neaft of nights^ a eloomie iphere. 
Where (hadowes thicken, and the Cloud 
Sits on the Suns broW all die yeare. 
And nothing moves wlthou t a ihrowd ; 

Swk. 'Tis fo : But as thou (awcft that night 
Wectraveirdin> our lirft attempts 
Were dull, and,blind,but Cuftomc^raight 
Our feares , and falls btough c to contempt^ 

Then, when the gaftly twiive was paft 
Wcbreath'dftillforablufhing Eafl^ 
And bad the lazie Sunne make haft. 
And on furc hopcs^though long,did fcaft \ 

But when we faw the Clouds to crack 
And in thofe Cranies light appeared. 
We thought the day then was not flack. 
And pkas'd our fclves with what wee feard , 

JuA fo it is in death But thou 
Shalt in thy mothera boibme (leepe 
Whilft I each minute grone to know 
How neere Redemption creepes. 

Then Ihall wee meet to mfxc again, and met, 
Tis Jaft good-jught,our Sonne ihall never fct. 

f(^ Cap ;io ver. ti. %i 

^efml 4f(ff wheaoe f ptaU n(K murm^ even to the land of 
iurkmfR.^dtMihdiowofdea^ ^ . „ 

AhJid^fdiui^niffe, as d^H4f'^M'^'^i !^ ^'^' 
dm of deaih^^Mhtk any order, 4nd Ufhfft m h&t u as 

^^^' Rrfbrreftion 
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Refurretflion and 

Immortality : 

Heb. cap, 10. vi: 20. 

By tbatnew^ tmdlkimg wojf, which be batb ^ipartdfir iff, 
tbr^gb the vtik,, vMcb ^ bis fi^. 

Body, 

T. 

(SPt have I fccn, when that renewing breath 
^^ That binds, and loofeos death 

Inipir'd a qulckning power through the dt^A 

Ciraturesa hed, 
Some drowfie filk-wormecreepe 
From that long Heepe 
And in weake^ infant huinmings chime, and kneil 

About her (ilent Ceil 
UntUl at laft full with the vital] Ray 

She wing*d away, 
And proud with lift, and fence, 

Hcav'ns rich Expenoe, 
Eftecm'd (valne things ! ) of two whole Hlemetits 

As meanc, and fpan-cxtents. 
Shalll dien thtnke fuch providence wilibe 

LeiTe friend to me 
Or that he can endure to be uniuft! 
Who keeps his Covenant even with ant dufi 



iwiU 
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SohU, 
1. 
Poore, quenilous handful! ! was'c £or this 

I cauehcchee ail thai: is ? 
UnbowciM nature^ (hewM thee her recruits^ 

And Change of rult$ 
And how of death we make 
A meere miftakc, 
For no thing can to Nothing fall, but ftilJ 

Incorporates by skill. 
And then returns, and from the wombe of things 

Such treafurc brings 
As Vhmx-YiVc rehew*th 

Both life, and youth ; 
For a preferving fpirit doth ftilJ paife 

Untainted through this Maffe, 
Which dothrefolvc, produce, and ripen alJ 

That to it fall ; 
Nor are thofe births which we 
Thus fiiflering ice 
Dcftrcy*d at all ^ But when times reflles wave 

Their fubftance dorh deprave 
And the more noble tffmce finds his houfe 

Sickly, and loofe. 
He, ever young, doth wing 
Unto that fpring. 
And fourct of fpirits, where he takes his lot 

Till time no more fhall rot 
His paffirc Cottage j which (though laid afide,) 

Like fbmc fpmce Bride » 
Shall one day rile and cloath'd with fhining lighr 

All pure, and bright 
Rc-marry to the (bulc, for Hs mod plaine 
Thou only fal'ft to be refin'd againc* 

3- 

Then 1 that here faw darkly in a piaffe 

But mifls, and Aiadows paRe^ 

And 
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And, by their owne wcakc SWwf, did fearch the /prings 

And Courfc of things 
Shall with Inlightned Rayes 

Pcirce all their wayes j 
And as thou faw'ft; I in a thought could goc 
To hcav'n, or Earth below 
To rcadc fome Stmt^ or ^tn^rally and in State 

There often fate. 
So (hale thou then with me 

(Both wing'd, and free,; 
Rove in that mighty^ and eternal] light 

Where no rude fhade, or night 
Shall dare approach us \ we (hail there no more 

Watch ftarSj or pore 
Through mclancholly clouds, and fay 
would it wen D ay \ 
One everlafting Saboth there fhall runnc 
Without Sueceffiorty and without a Svmte. 

Dan : Cap; 12. ver ; 15. 
Butgoe thou thy way untill tht end he, for tb§u flfak ttfi 
aidjland up in thy lot^ at the end of the dayes. 

Day of Judgement. 

'lirrHen throu^ die North a fire (hall ru(h 
^ And rowle into the E aft. 

And like a firie torrem bruAi 

And fweepe up South, and mfif 

When all (hall ftreame, and lighten round 

And with furpriwng flames 

Both ftarSy and Bleinents confound 

And quite blot out their names, 

When thou (halt fpcnd thy facred ftorc 

Of thunders in that heate 

And low as ere they lay before 

Thy lix-dayes-buildings beate, 



When 



14 Sileoc Scintillans 

When like a fcrowlc the heavens ihal paflc 
And yanifh cleane away. 

And nought muft ftand of that vafl (pace 

Which held up nighty and da/. 

When one lowd hlaft /hall rend the deepe. 
And firomthe wombe of earth 

Summon up all that are aileepe 

Untoaiecond binh. 

When thou fhalt make the Clouds thy feate. 
And in the open aire 

The Quicksand dead, bothfmall and great 
Muft to thy bane repaixe ^ 

O then it wilbc all too late 

To (ay, wbMfjhall I dH? 
Kepatt^tceihcTC is out of date 

Andfbkffier^too ^ 

Prepare^ prepare me then^O God ! 

And let me now begin 
TofeeJe my loving fathers RMf. 

Killing the man of finne ! 

Give me, O give me Crofles hcre^ 

Still more aiHidions lend. 

That piU|) dboud) bitter, is moil deare 

Tnat brings health in the end 

Le»rd^ Qod ! I begnor friends, nor wealth 
Bm^pray againftchem both -y 

Three thirds Pdenave,myroules chief health! 
And one of thefe feme loath, 

A living F^ITH,ii HE -^iRT of flcfli^ 
ThcW OR L D an Enemie^ 

This laftwiU kcgpc the firft two frcih. 

Ana bring me^wfaaeTde be. * 



iPd 
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I Pet. 4. 7- 

V00 the end of all things U Ml bMd, be pu tberefirefe^ 
kr.imdwaich'mg'mfrajer. 



Religion. 

MY God,whcn I walkc in thofc groTcs, 
And leares thy fplrit doch ftill fan ^ 
1 fee in each (ludc that there growes 
An AngcU talking with a mm. 

Under a Juniper^ fomc houfc. 
Or die coole Mirihi canopie. 
Others beneath an 0«i« greene boughs. 
Or at fomc fifuntaititi bubljng Eye , 

Here Jacob dreames, and wrefilcs ; there 
Blias by a Raven is fed. 
Another time by th' Angcll, where 
He brings him water with liis bread 5 

In Abrahams Tent the winged gucfts . 
(O how familiar then was heaven 1) 
Batc,drinkc,difi:ouric,fit downcjandrcft 
Untill the Coole, and (hady Even i 

Nay tliott thy fclfc, my God, in J&ie, 
whtrte-windSySind Clouds ysnd thcfofi voict 
Speak'ft there fo much, that I admire 
We have no ConPrencc in thcfe daics j 

Is the truce broke ?or 'caufewe have 
A mediatour now with thee, 
Doeft thou therefore old Treaties wave 
And by appeaks from him decree ? 



Or 
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Or is'tfo, as (bmc green heads fay 
That now all miracles niuft ceafe ? 
Though cliou haft promised they {hould fl^ 
The tokens of the Church, and ptacc \ 

No, no J Religion is a Spring 
That from ibincfecrct, golden Mine 
Derives her birth, and Siencc doth bring 
Cordials in every drop, and Wine 5 

But In her lone, and hidden Courfc 
Faffing through the Earths darke vcines. 
Growes ftillirom better unto worfe. 
And both her tafte, and colour (laincs. 

Then drilling on, learnes to cncreafe 
Fal(e Eccboes, and Contiifed founds, 
' And unawares doth often feize 
On veines of 5^//W under ground ; 

So poifon'd, breaks forth in (bmc Clime, 
Aiid at firft fight dodi many pleafe, 
But drunk, is puddle, cm: mecre flimc 
And 'ilead of Phifick, a dlfeafe ^ 

Juft fuch a tainted fink we have 
Like that Samaritans dead well. 
Nor muft we for the Kernell crave 
Becanfe 'moil voices like the JkelL 

Heaje then thcfc waters. Lord j or bring thy flock. 
Since thcfe arc troubled, to the {pringing rock, 
Looke downe great Maftcr of the feaft j O fhinc, 
And turn once more our ivater into mm ! 

Canc«cap.4. vtr.12. 

Myfifier^mf/fOHfeuas a gwdm Inclofid^ as a Sffit^ 
Jhm ttf^anda fountain fealed »/• 

The 
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The Search. 

'pis new dcarc day r I fee a Rofe 

^ Bud in the bright Eaft^ and difclofe 
The Pilgrim-Sunnc ; all night have I 
Spent in a roving Extafie 
To find my Saviour ; I have been 
As far as BetbUmy and have feea- 
His Inne^ and Cradle ; Being there 
I met the H^pfc^meify askt them where 
He might be founds or what ftarre can 
Now point him ouc^ grown up a Man ? 
To Egypt hence I fled, ran o*re 
All her parcht bofome co NUe*s fhore 
Her yearly nurfe ; came back, enquir*d 
Amongft the Do&orSy and defir'd 
To fee the Tempky but was ihown 
A little du&y and for the Town 
A heap of ailies. where fbme fed 
A fmail bright fparkle was a bed. 
Which woukl one day ( beneath the pole J 
Awake, and then lenne the whole, 

Tyr'd here, I come to Sychar ^ thence 
Tofacobswil^ bequeathed fince 
Unto his fbnnes, ( where often they 
In thofe calme, golden Evenings lay 
Warring their fiocks, and having (pent 
Thofe white dayes, drove home to the Tent 
Their nfelLfieec'dtx^hxcy) And hcrc(0 fate !) 
I fitj where once my Saviour fate ; 
The angry Spring in bubbles fwell d 
Which broke in %ics ftill, as they fillM, 
Andwhifperd, Jtfus had beemhere 
But fa£obi children wdM not heare. 
Loa til hence to part, atiafl I rife. * 
But with the fountain- ki my £yes^ 
And herea frethfearch is dtcfeti 
He miift^ befbund, where he did bleed 

B f 
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I walke the garden^ and there fee 

Id^a^s of his Agonic, 

And moving anguiflimencs that fee 

His bled face ih a bloudy fwcat 3 

I climbM the Hill, pcrus'd the Croflc 

Hung with my gaine, and his great loile. 

Never did tree oeare fmlclike this, 

Balfam of Soule^, the bodycs bliifc 5 

But3 O his grave ! where I faw lenc 

( For he had none,) a Monument, 

An undefird, and new-heawM one. 

But there was not the CtHrner^ftone y 

Sure ( then faid I,) my Queft is vaine, 

Hee'le not be found, where he was flainc. 

So mild a Lamb can never be 

'Midft fo much bloud, and Crueltie ^ 

rie to the Wildernefs, and can 

Fliid bcafts more mercifullthen man^ 

He liv'd there fafe, 'twas his retreat 

"From the fierce /<?«', and Herods heat. 

And forty dayes withftood tlie fell. 

And high temptations of hell ; 

With Seraphins there talked he 

His fathers flaining miniftrie. 

He heav'nd their w^a/^j, and with his ^^ 

Made thofe Wild (hades a Paradife^ 

Thus was the defert fandified 

To be the refuge of his bride 5 

1 le thither then ^ fee. It is day. 

The Sun's broke through to guide my way. 

But as I urg'd thus^ and writ down 
What pleaflires (hould my Journey crown, 
AVhat ulent paths, what Aiades, and Cells, 
Fairc, virgin-flowers, and hallow'd WtU& 
I fliould rove in, and reft my head 
Wiiere nfiy deare Lord did men tread, 
Sugring all dangers with (iiccefle. 
Me thought I heard one finging thus ; 



Leave 
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X. 



Leave^ leave thy gadding thoughts; 
Who Pores 
and fpics 
Still out otDoorcs 

defcrics 
Within them nought. 



The skinne, and (hell of things 

Though faire, 

are not 

Thy wjfh, nor Pray'r, 

hut got 
By meere Dcfpaire 
of wings. 



To rack old Elements^ 
Or Duft 5 
and fay 
Sure here he muft 

needs ftay 
Is not the way, 
norjuft. 

Search well another world ^ who fhidles this, 
Trayels inClouds, feekes Mannayy^Yiizit nontis 

AdsCap.17. vc.Z7,i8. 
That tbeyjbould fee{e the lordy if happily they might 
feele after him^ and find him^ though he be not per off from 
every oae of us^ far in him we live^ and move, and have our 

B 2 IfMC's 
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Jfaacs Marriage. 

Gen.cap. Z4.ver. 6^ • 
Ard Ifaac rpmtont to fray in tbefieUat the RvtfUtuUj 
and he lift up hlstyesy andjaiVy andbeboUj the Cameis 
were cmmng, 

pRaying ! and to be married ? Ic was rare. 

But now 'tis monftrous ; and that pious care 
Though of our fel ves^ is ib much out of dace, 
That to rencw't. were to degenerate. 
But thou a Chafen lacri£ce wert given. 
And oftcr'd up ib early unto heaven 
Thy flames could not oe out ; Religion was 
Ray'd into thee^ like beames into a glafle, 
Wherc^as thou ^ewft^tmultiplyM, and fhin'd 
The (acred Conftellaticm of thy mind. 

But bfliingfor a bride, fiire, prayer was 
Verv ftrangc ftufte wherewith to court thy Me, 
Had ft nc'r an oath, nor Complement ?thou wert 
An odde^ corfe fiitor : Had ft thou but the art 
Of thcfe our dayes, thou couldft have coyn'd thee twenty 
New fev'rall oathes^ and Complements (too) plenty j 
O fad and wild excefle ! and hapj^ thole 
White dayes, that dutft no impious mirth expofe //• 
When linne, by finning oft, had not loft fence. 
Not bold-fac'd cuftome banifh'd Iimocence ; 
Thou hadft no pompous traine, nor Antlc\ crowd 
Ofyoung gay fwearors, with their needlefs, lowd 
Retinue ^ All was here fihooth as thy bride 
And calme like her, or that mild £ vening-tide ; 
yet, hadft thou nobler gucfts : Anffcls did wind^ 
And rove about thee , guardians of thy mind, 
Thefe fetch d thee home thy bride, and all the way 
Advis d thy fervent what to doe, and &y ; 
rhefetau^ him atthcTiv//, and tbithei brough 
The Chaft, and lovely objed of thy thought 

But 
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But here was ne'r a Complement, nor one 

Spruce, &f pie crijige, or ftudy'd looke put on. 

All was plaine, modeft truth : Nor did (he come 
In rovpltSy and CwrkSy mincing, and ftately dumbe^ 
But in a frighted, virgln-blum approach'd 
Freiiias the morning, when 'tis newly Coach'd , 
O fweet, divine fimplicity O grace 
Beyond a Curled lock, or painted face ! 
A Vnchtr too (he had,nor thought it much 
To cariy that,which fome would (corn to touch i 
With wnich in mild chaft language (he did wooe- 
To draw him drinke*, and for his Camels too. 

And now thou knewfl her commrng. It was time 
To get thee wings on, and devoutly climbe 
Unto thy God, for Marriage of all ihtes 
Makes moft unhappy, or moft fortunates ; 
This brought thee torth, where now thou didft undrefle 
Thy foule, and with new ainions refrefh 
Her wearied wings, whieh fo reftor'd did flye 
Above the flars, a track unknown, and high, 
And in her piercing flight perfiim'd the ayre 
Scattering the itffm7tf,an(PlnceQfe of thy pray r 
So from ^ LdiM»4ti''s Well, fome fpicie cloud A i»il i 

Woo*d by the Sun fwels up to be his (hrowd^ ^^< Sout 

And from his moifl: wombe weeps a fragrant (howre, CouoiTy 
Which, fcatter'd in a thousand pearls , each Bowre ^^ }a- 
And herb partakes, where having ftood awhile ^^^ dti^Ui 

And fomeuiingcoolddie parch'c^ and thirftie ffle betf(^e&i€ 
The thankful! Earth unlocks her felfe, and blends, Cade^^ 
A thouiand odours, which (all mixt,) (he Tends ^ B cred 

Up in one cloud, and fb returnes the skies Heb the 

That dew they lent, a breathing facrifice. (berit wd ot (tin 

Thus (bar'd thy foui,who(though young,) didft in« tbdt Uveth 
Together widh his blpud,thy fathers (pirit, aid fntb 

Whofe ad'ive zeale,and tryed faidi were to thee mc. 

Familiar evi^r iince thy Intancie, 
Others were tvm'd, and trained up to't, but thou 
Didflt thy fivift years in piety out-grow, 

B 3 Ag 
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Age made dicm rev'rend, and a fiiowie head, 
But thou vrtrt fo, c're time his fnow could flwd ; 
Then, who would truly limne thee out, muft paint 
Firft, ijoimg Patriarch, then a mani'd Saint. 



The 
Brittini Church. 



A 



LHlheisfled! 
And while chcfc here their mifisy andjbadiwes hatch, 

Mv glorious head 
Doth on thofe hills of Myrrhc, and Inccnfe watch. 
Haft, haft my deare. 
The Souldiers here 
Caft in their lotts againe^ 
That feamlefs coat 
The lewes touched not, 
Thcfe dare divide, and ftaine. 

z. 

O get thee wings ! 
Ot if as yet ( nntill thefe clouds depart. 

And the dayfprings^) 
Thou think^rt it good to tarry where thou art. 

Write in thy bookcs 

My ravifh'd looks 
Slain flock, and pillag'd fleeces^ 

And hafte thee fo 

Asayoung Roe 
Upon tne mounts of ipices. 

Hofa camfi ! himm ConvaHium I qnomodi mme 
fafla €5 pabulum Afromn / 



The 
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The Lampe. 



>^$ dead tught round about : Horrour doth cterae 

J^ And move on with the ihades j ftars nod, widileepc, 
Andthroneh the darkairefpinafiraetteead 

Such as do3x gild the laxie fewo™* l^**^ ^ . 
Yet, burn'ft thou here, a fiiU day j whUe 1 fpend 
Mv reft in Cares, and to die dark world lend 
Thefc flames, as dwu doft tWne to me j I watch 
That houre, which imift thy bfe, and mine difpatch j 
But £BU thou doeft out-goe me, I can fee 
Metinthy flames, aU aasof piety ; 
Thy Ught, is Chtritj ; Thy heat, is Zwfe j 
And tfiy afpiring, afUve fires revealc 
^ofm m on^ring j Then, thou doft ireepc 
Still M thou burn'ft, and thcwarme droppmgscreepe 
To meafare out thy Icngtfi, as if thou dft know 
What ftock, and how much dme were left thee now ; 
Nor doft thou fpend one tearein vain, for ftUl 
As thou diflblv'ft to them, and they difoU, 
They're ftor'd up in the focket, where they Jye, 
"What all is fpcnt. Ay bft, and fure fiipdy. 
And fuch is true repentance, ev ry breath _ 
Wee fpend in fighcs, is treafore after dcatfij 
Only, one point efcapes thee ; That Ay Oile 
Is ftUlout wiA Ay flame, and fo boA Cule j 
Butwhenfoe'rcl*mout,bothAalbcin, 
And where Aou mad'ft an end, tharc I Ic begin. 

Mark Cap.13.Ter.3f. 
tratcb mthenfenjir not Jfcww not vAen the mafitr 
o/thtboufe emmetb.At Bya,wat mid-nigbt, or fit the 
C9ckrfrowingj w'mtbc rnvmng. 

B 4 Mans 
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Mans fal!^ and Recovery. 

FArewell you EverlaiUng hills ! I'm Caft 
Here under Clouds^where ftormes^ and cempeft&blaft 

This fully'd flowre 
Rob'd of your Calme^ nor can I ever make 
Tranfplanced chus^ one leafe of his t'awake^ 

But ev*ry hoiire 
He (leepes, and droops^ and in this drowfie fiace 
Leaves me a flave tx> pai&ons^ and my fate i 

Befides I've loft 
A traine of lights^ which in chofe Sun-fhine dayes 
Were my fiire euides^ and only with me ftayes 

( Untx) my coft,) 
One fuHen bcame^ whole charge is to dilpenie 
More puniOiment^ than knowledge co my ienie \ 

Two choufand yeares 
I fojourn'd chus ; ac laft/<jf%«r««rking 
Thofe famous rabies did from S'mai bring ; 

Thcie fwellM my fearesj 
Guilts, treipaflesj and ail this Inward Awe^ 
For (inne tooke ftrength, and vigour from me Law 

Yet have I found 
A plenteous waY> (thanks to that holy one !} 
To cancell all that e'rc was ytiit in ftone^ 

His faving wound 
Wept bloud, that broke this Adamant, and gave 
To linnets Confidence, life to the grave ^ 

This makes me fpan 
My fathers journeys, and in one faire ftep 
O re all their pilgrimage, and labours leap. 

For God^made man,) 
Reduc'd di'ExCentof works of faith ^ [o made 
Of their HtdSeA^ z Spring j I wafh, they wade 

Rom. Cap.18.ver.x9. 
M by the offaut of one^ the fault c/une onali men te con 
demuttion ) So iy tbcRigbttOMfkefs 9f(meJbekmfit abeun 
did tMordi All mm to the fufifficatm of lifi. 

The 
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The Showre« 



TWas lb, I (aw thy birth : That drowfic Lake 

From her £unt bofbnie breath'd thee, the4ifeale 
Of her fick waters, and Infectious £a(e. 

But, now at Even 
Too grofle for heaven. 
Thou £dl'ft in teares, and weep'ft for thy miftaVe; 

Ah ! it is lb with me ; oft have I preft 
Heaven with a lazie breath, but fniitles this 
Peirc'd not 3 Love only can with quick accede 

Unlock the way. 

When all elfe itray 
The finoke, and Exhalations of the breft* 



Yet, if as thou doeft melt, and with thy traine 
C>f drops make foft the Earth, my eyes could weep 
O're my hard heart, that's bound up, and afleep ^ 

Perhaps at laft 
(Some iiich fhowres paft,) 
My Cod would give a Sun*flune after raine. 



Diftrailion 
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DiflradioQ* 

r\ Knic me^ chat am crumbled duft ! the heape 
^^ Is all difpersM, and cheape 5 

Give for afaandfull, bat a thought 
And it is bought ; 
HadH thou 
Made mc a ftarre, a pcarlc, or a rain-bow. 
The beames I then had (hot 
My light had leOend not> 
But now 
I find my iel& the leflc^thc more I crow 5 

The world 
Is full of Tolces^Man Is callM^ and hurl'd 
By each^ he anfwers all, 
Knows cv'ry note, and cali^ 
Hence, (till 
Frefh dotage tempts, or old ufurps his will . 
Yet, badft thou clipt my wings, when Cof&n'd in 

This quicken'd mafTe of finne. 
And fayed that liehti which freely thou 
Didft then bcftow, 
Ifeare 
I ihouldhave fpum'd, and faid thou didft forbeare 3 
Or that thy ftorc was leflc. 
But now iince thou didil blcfle 
So much, 
I grievej my God ! that tl^ou hafl: made me fulch. 

I grieve ? 
O, yes ! thou know'ft I doe j Come, and rcleivc 

And tame, and kecpe downe with thy light 
Duft that would rife, and dimme my fight. 
Left left alone too long 
Amidft the nolle, and mrong, 
Oppreffcd I 
Striving to Eivc the wholc^by parccib dye. 

Tbe 
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ThePurfuite. 

\OrA ! what a bufic, reftlcs thing 

Haft thou maile man ? 
Each iajy and houre he is on wing, 

Refts not a fpan 5 
Then having loft the Sunnc, and light 

By clouds furprix*d 
He kecpes a Commerce in the night 

With aire di(guis*d ; 
Hadft thou given ta this idi ve duft 

A ftate untirM, 
The loft Sonne had not left the huskc 

Nor home de/ir'd 3 
That was thy fccret, and it is 

Thy mercy too. 
For when all failcs to bring to bliifc. 

Then, this muft doc. 
Ah ! Lord J and what a Purchafc will that be 
To take us fick, that found would not take thee? 



Mount of Olives, 

CWeete, facredhill ! onwhofcfair brow 
My Saviour fate, ftiall I allow 
Language to love 
And Idolize fome fhade, or grove, 
Ncglcding thee ? fuch ill-plac'd wit. 
Conceit^ or call it what you pleafe 

Isthe braines Ht, 
Andmeercdiieafej 



t.ConswMf 
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COtfwMy and coopers bodi have met 
With learned fwaines^ and Ecchoyer 

Their plpes^ and wit ; 
But thou fleep'ft in a deepe negleft 
Untouched by any ; And what need 
The iheep bleat i;hee a /illy Lay 

That heard'ft both reed 
And (heepward play > 

3- 

Ter, if Poets mind thee well 
fhcy fhall find thou art their hill, 

And founCaine coo. 
Their Lord with thee bad mofl to doe ; 
He wept once, walkt whole nights on thee. 
And from thence (his fiifiPrings ended^) 
Unto glorie 
Was attended ; 



fieing there, this fpadous ball 
Is but his narrow footftoole all , 

And what we thinke 
Unfearchable, now with one winke 
Hedothcomp ife; Buc in this aire 
When he did (lay to beare our lil 
And finne, this Hill 
Was then his Chaire 



Che 
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The Incarnation, and 
Paffion* 



f Ord ! when thou didft thy lelfeuiidrdic 

Laying by thy robes of glory. 
To make us more, thou wouldu be lede. 
And becam'ft a wofull ftory. 

To put on .Clouds inftead of light. 
And loath the morning-ftarre with duftj 
Wasatranflationoffuch height 
As, but in thee, was ne*r cxprcft i 

Brave wormcs,andEarth!chat thus could have 
A God Endos'd within youi Cell, 
Your maker pent up in a grave. 
Life lockt in death, heav'n in a fhell ; 

Ah, my deare Lord ! what couldft thou fpye 
In this impure, rebellious clay. 
That made thee thus refolve to dye 
For thofc rfiat kill thee every day ^ 

O what ftrange wonders could thee move 
To flight thy parecious bloud, and breach 
Sure it was Love^ my Lord 5 ^orLfve 
Is only ftronger far than death . 



The 
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The Call. 

/^Omc my heart I-comc my head 
^^ In lighes^ and teares ! 

*Tis now, fince you have lainc thus dead 

Some twenty years ; 
Awake^ awake. 
Some pirty cal^e 
Upon your felves 



Who never wake to grone^ nor weepe. 
Shall be fenccnc'd for their flcepe. 



2. 



Doe but fee your fad eftatc, 

how many fands 
Have left us, while we careles fate 

With folded hands ; 

What ftock of nights. 

Of dayes, andyeares 

In (ilent flights 

Stole by our eares; 
How I II have we our (elves beftow'd 
Whofe funs arc all fet in a Cloud > 

Yet, come, and let's pcrufc them all ; 
And as we paffe. 
What fins on every minute fall 

Score on the glaflc j 
ThcnweJgh, and rate 
Their heavy State ^ 

Untill 
The glafle wljh teares you fill 5 
That donc^ wc ih^lbe fafe, and good, 
Thofe bcafts were cleanc,tiiat chew'd the Cud. 

Thou 
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•-fiHou that know'ft for whom I mourne^ 
^ And why chefe teares appeare. 
That keep'ft account, till he returne 

Of all his duil left here ; 
As eafiiy thou mightft prevent 

As now produce chefe teares^ 
And adde unco thac day he wenc 

A faire liipply of yearcs. 
But 'twas my finne thac rorcM chy hand 

To cull chis Prm-rofe outy 
That by chy early choice forcwam'd 

My fbule might looke about* 
O what a vanity is man ! 

How liKe the Eyes quick winke 
His Coccag^ failes; whofe narrow (pan. 

Begins even ac the brink ! 
Nine months chy hands are faihioning us^ 

And many yeares (alas! ) 
£*re we can Hfp^ or oughc difcu^e 

Concerning thee, muft pafle ; 
Yet have I knowne thy flighted: things 

A feathery or AJheU, 

^fii^ki or ^^d which fome Chance brings 

The beflof us cxccll, 
Yca^ I have knowne thefe {hreds out lad: 

A faire-compaded frame 
And for one Tvpenty we have pail: 

Almoft outlive our name. 
Thus hadf thou plac'd in mans outfide 

Death to che Common Eye, 
That heaven wichin him might abidc^ 

Andl dofe eternitie 5 

Htnccj 
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Hencc^ youtb^ and folly (mans firft fhame^ ) 

Are put unco the ilaughter. 
And (erious tnoughcs l>egin to tame 

The wife-mans-madnes Laughter ^ 
Dull 3 wretched wormes ! that would not keepe 

Within our firft faire bed^ 
But out ofPiradife muft creepe 

For cv'ry footc to tread j 
Yet^ had our Pilgrimage bin free^ 

And fmooth without a thorne, 
Pleafures had fbil'd Eternitie, 

And tares had choakt the Cmte, 
Thus by the Croflc Salvation ninncs, 

Affli^ion is a mother, 
Whofc painefuU throws yield many foiis. 

Each fairer than the other ; 
Afilcnt tearc can peirce thy throne, 

When lowd Joyes want a wing. 
And fweerer aires ftreame from a gronc^ 

Than anyarted ftring j 
Thus, Lord, 1 fee mygaine is great , 

My lofle but Ettle to it. 
Yet fbmcthing more I muft intrcatc 
And only thou canft doc ir. 
O let me (like him,) know my End ! 

And be as glad to find it, 
An3 whatfoe'r thou {halt Commend, 

Still let thy Servant mind it ! 
Then make my foule white as his owne, 
My taith as pure, and ileddy , 
And deck me, Lord, with the fame Crownc 
Thou haft cro\/?nd him already I 



Vanity 
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Vanity of Spirit. 

Quite (pent with thoughts I left my Cdi, and la^ 
Where afhrill iprlng tun*d to the early day. 

I beg'd here lone^ and eron*d to know 

Who ^ave the Clouds io brave a bow^ 

Who bent the iphercs, and circled in 

Comiption with this glorious King, 

What IS his name, and how I midit 

Deiciy (bme pan of his great light. 
I fiimmon'd nature : peirc'd through all her ftore. 
Broke up (bme (eales, which none had touchM bdbns^ 

Her wombe, her bolbme, and her head 

Where all her (ecrecs lay a bed 

I rifled quite, and having paft 

Through all the Creatures, came at laft 

To (earchmy (clfe, where I did find 

Traces, and (bunds of a (Grange kind. 
Here of this mighty (pring, I found (bme drills. 
With Ecchoes Katen from th* etemall hills ; 

Weake beames, and fires flaih'd to my fight 

Like a young £aft, or Moone-fhine night, 

Wich (hew d me in a nook caft by 

A peece of much antiquity. 

With Hyerogliphicks quite dsfmembred. 

And broken letters (carte remembred. 
I tooke them up, and (much }oy*d,) went about 
T' unite thode peeces, hoping to find out 

The myftery ; Uitthis neer done. 

That luBe light i had was gone : 

It grievfd me much. At la(t , (aid I, 

Since in tSefe veyh mj Eccllps'dEye 

Mof not dpprtach thety (fir at nif^t 

who cm btrve commerce with the light f ) 

V\e SfafpanXt^ and to buy 

Bui on^adlf gUmnciy mafi gfadlj d^t. 

C The 
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ThcRetrcatc. 

LJ Appy thbfe early dayes J when I 

ShinM in tny Angell-lnfancy* 
Before 1 undcrftood this place 
Appointed ibr my lecondf race. 
Or caught my foaJ to fancy ought 
But a white, Celeftiall thought. 
When yet I had not walkt above 
A mile, ortwoyftom my firft love, 
Anjifooking hack (arthar (hort rpace,J 
Coufd /ee a gltrop^ of his bright-face ^ 
When on iiotxiQ gkdtd Cloudy otflatvre 
My gazing foul wouid dwell an hourc. 
And in thofe weaker glories fpy 
Some ihadows of eternfty j 
Before r taught my tongue to wound 
My Confcience with a SnfiiU found. 
Or had the black art to diipcnce 
A fer'iail finnc to cv'ry fence, 
But felt Arough all this flcffily drefc 
Bn^ntjBoctes of evcrlaftingncflc. 

O how I long to travell back 
And tread again that ancient track ! 
That Imighi once more reach thatpjaine 
Where firft I Mc my glorious tramc, 
Fromwhencetth ihhghtncd fpirit fees 
Thal-i^ady City of Palme trees ^ 
But (ah!) my^ foul with too much ftay 
Is drtink, a nd ftaggcrs tn the way 
Some men a forward motion love, 
Bui I by "backward j[!eps would move 
And when tbh duft falls to the urn 
. in that (Itfte; leamcxaum 



^ Como 
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IT 

(^Omc, come, what doe I here? 

Since he is gone 
Bach day is grown a oozen year^ 

And each houre^ one 3 

Come^ come ! 
Cue off the fiiin^ 
Bytheie ibilMteares 
(Which only thou 
Know'ft to be true,) 
Dayes arc my fcares, 

2. 

Thcr*s not a wind can ftir. 

Or beam pafieby, 
But ftrait 1 think (though ftir^ ) 
Thyhandisnigh.j 
Come, come ! 
Strike thefe lips dumb 
This refiles breath 
That fbilcs thy name, 
WiUne*r be came 
Until! in deach. 

Perhaps fomc think a tombc 
No houfc offtorc, 
But adark., and feal'd up wombe. 
Which nc^r brccdsmorc 
Comcvcome ! 
Such choughtft benum } 
But I wouW be 
With him ; weep 
^^hcd andflc€|) 
^ Wake in thee- 

C2 Mid.m>f»^ 
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IT 
Midnight. 



WHcn to my Eyes 

( Whllft deep fleep others catcher, ) 

Thine boaft of fpyes 
The ftarrcs (hine in their watches, 

IdoefUrvey 

Each bufie Rav, 
And how they work, and wind« 

And wii(h each beanie 

My foul doth ftreame. 
With the like ardour fhinM; 

What Emanations, 

Qmck vibrations 
And brightttirs are there ? 

What thin E jedions^ 

Cold AffcAions, 
And 6iow motions here f 

Thy hcav'ns (fomc £ayw) 
Arc a firic-liquid light, 

Wmch mingling aye 
Streamcs, and flames Qius to the ^g^t. 

Come then, my god 

Shine on this bloud. 
And water in one beamc^ 

Andthoufh&ftfee 

Kindled by thee 
Both liquors burne, and ftrearae. 
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O wlitt bright quickneSj 

AdiTcbriditnes, 
And celeftiallflowes 

Will follow after 

On that water. 
Which thy fpirtt blowes ! 

Math. Cap. J. vcr. XX. 

I mdeed bafti^e ym rritb water unt$ npentmi, but hi that 
commeOf afietm^ * mMtkrtbanl^whofefhmi I am 
mtwortbjtobeare, befiailbafn\e yon with the boiy 
Qbo^yOndvAthfire. 



% Content. 

pEace, peace ! I know 'twas brave, 
^ But this corfe fleece 

I {helter in, is flave 

To no &ch peece. 

When I am gone, 
I (hall no ward-robes leave 

To friend, or fonne 
Butwhattheir own homes weave, 

^. 

Such, thoujgh not proud, nor full^ 

May make them weep. 
And mourn to fee the wooll 

Outlaftthefheep ; 

Poore, Pioiis weare 
Hadft thou bin rich, or fine 

Perhaps that teare 
H«l mourn'd thy lofie, not nune^ 

C i s.Whr 



S8 



Silix ScinHUani 



Why dicn thcfc curlM, puffed points^ 

Or a laced dory ? 
Death fets all oucof Jolnc 

And fcomes their glory s 

Some Love zR^fr 
In hand) fome in the skin ; 

But erode to thofb> 
I would have mine 'xvlthinn 



IT 

TOy of my life I while left me here. 
And iUll my Love ! 

How in thy ahfcncc thou do9i ftccrc 
Me from above ! 
A life well lead 
This truth commends, 
Wirn quick, or dead 
it ti«ver ends. 



2. 

Stars Are of mighty ufc : The nights 

Is dark, and long ^ 
The Rode foul, and where one goes right. 

Six may go wrong. 

One twinkling ray 

Shot o*r fome cloudy 

May clear much way 

Andgqideacroud. 



3.Gods 
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Gods Saints are fliining lights : who ftays 

Here long niuft pa^ 
O^xc dark hills, fwift ftrcames, and ftecp ways 

As finoorh as glafle ^ 

Butthcfe all night 

Like Candles, /hed 

Their beams and light 

Us into Bed« 



They are (indeed,) our Pillar-fires 
Seen as we go. 

They are that Cities fhining ipires 
We travell too 5 
A Iwordlike gleame 
Kept man for /In 
Pirft Out ; This bcame 
Will guide him Iff. 



The Storm. 



1 See tfaeule : and know my blaud 

Is not a Sea, 
Bat a {hallow, bounded flpud 
Though red as he ; 
Yet have I flows, as fbrong as his^ 

And boyling ihremes that rave 
With the fame curlmg force , and hifle. 
As doth the mountain'd ^wave^ 



C 4 But 
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2. 



But when his waters Mllow thus^ 

Dark ftonns, and wind 
Incite them to that fierce difcu fle, 

Elienot Inclin'd^ 
Thus the Enlarged, imaged air 

Uncalmes thefe to a floud. 
But ftiU the weather chat's moft fair 
Breeds cempefls in my bloud ; 



tord, then round me with weeping Clouds, 

And kt my mina 
In quick Wafts figh beneath thofe flxrouds 

A ipirit-wind. 
So ihall that ftorme purge diis Kec(u/h 
Wiich finfiill cafe made foul 
And mody and Waier to thy ufc 

Both w^^ and wing my foul. 



The 
Moming-watcb. 



OI^J ^^'^« f""""** J wW» wh«t flows. 

Of night, and Reft 
Through the ftiU flirouds 
Of flecp, and Clouds, 
This Dew fell on my Breaft % 

ObxmkBlatfds, 



And 
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And Sfinits all my Eardi ! heart ! In what Kings, 
And Byming Ckeulatms the auick world 

Awakes, and fings ; 

The riling winds^ 

And falling (prlngs. 

Birds, beafis, all trungs 
Adore him In their kinoa. 

Thusallishurrd 
In Tacrcd Hymms, and Order^ The great CUmt 
And Sy>ff^^!Mf>rjl of nature. Prayer Is . 

The world in tune, 

A fpirit-voyce, 

And vocall joves 
Whofe Eccho is hcav'ns blifle 

O let me climbe 
When I iye down ! The Pious foul by night 
Is like a clouded fiarre, whofe beames though &d 

To ihed their light 

Under fome Cloud 

Yet arc above, 

And fhine, and move 
[Beyond thatmiftie f hrowd. 

So in mv Bed 
That Curtain'd grave, though fleep, Jikeafties^ hide 
My lamp, and life^ both fhall in thee abide . 



The Evening- watch. 

FArcwell ! I goe to Ilcep •, but! when Body 

The day-dar iprings,rie wake agcn. 

Goe, fleep injpeace ; and when rhou lyeft S9uL 
tlnmimber'd in thy dufib, when all this frame 
Is bur one dramme,and what thou nowdefcrteit 

I n fev'rall parts flull want a name. 

Then 
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ThtnmoyhJLS peace be wich thee, and each ixxft 
Writ in bis book, m^ nc'r becrayM mans truft I 

Amen ! but hark, c^r we two ftray, z oiv. 

How many hours do'd chink 'till day f 

Ah ! go ; th*an wcak,and fieepie. Hcav'n S$ul. 
is a plain watch, and without figures winds 
/UJ s^es up ; who drew this Circle even 

He fils it ; Dayes, and hours are Uhtdi, 
Yet* this take with thee j The iaft gafp of time 
Is thy firft breath, and mans eternaU Prime. 



c Hence, and Health of dayes ! 'tis now 

^ Since thou art gone, 

f welve hundred hourcs, and not a brow 

But Clouds hang on 
As he that in fome Cayes thick damp 

Locke from the light 
Fixeth a iblitary lamp. 

To brave the night. 
And walking from his Sun, when pail 

That glim'ring RiKy 
Cuts through the heavy mills in hafle 

Back to his day. 
So o'r Hed minutes I retrear 

Unto that hour 
Which Ihcw'd thee laft, but did rfefca 

Thy lighr, and powV 
I fearch, and rack my ibul to fee 

Thofe beams again. 
But nothing but the (ni/ft to me 

Afmeareth plain , 
That dark, and dead flcepsin Its known 

And common urn^ 
But thofc tic6 to their Makers throne, 

There (hine, and burn ; 



Or SM^ed Poems • ^3 

O couUI crack them I but louls muft 

Track one die ocher. 
And now the fplric^n/oc die duA: 

Muft -be thy brother^ 
Yet I have one Peark by.who& hAt 

AU things 1 fee^ 
And in the heart of^arch, ^^nd night 

Find Heaven, and thee* 



Cbutch- Service, 

BLeft be the God of Harmony, and Love ' 
The God above i 
And holy dove I 
Whofe Interceding, fpirltuall groocs 

Make rcmefimones 

Forduft, and iloncs. 

For duil in every part. 

But a hard, ftonie hearts 

1 

O hotv in this thy Quire of Souk I ftand 

(Proptby thyhand) 
Ahcapoffand I 
Which bufie thoughts (like winds^ would icaatr <|!uiee 

And put to flighr, 
Bui for thy might; 
Thyhand alone doth tame 
Thofe biafls, and knlc my framet 

So thtt bodi ftones, and dull, and all of me 

Joyntiy agree 
TocrytDchcc, 
And In tfaisMufick by thy Mamrrs bloud 

Seai'd,and made good 
Prefcnt, O God I 
TheEccho of chcfe ftones 
My fighes, and grone$< 

BurtaO 
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BurialL 

OThott I the firft Mts of the dead. 
And their dark bed^ 
When X am caft into that deep 

Andfenfelels ftcep 
The wages of mv finne^ 
Othen^ 
Thou great Preletyer of all men 

Watch o*re that loole 
And empty houfe^ 
Which I fbmetimes U v'd ia. 

It IS (in tnith 1 ) a niin'd jpeece 

Not worth thy Eyes, 
And fcarce a room but wind, and rain 

Beacthrongh, and ftaxft 
The feats^ and Cells within ; 
Yet thou 
Led by thy Loyc wouldft (loop thus low. 

And in this Cote 
All filthy and fpott, 
Didft with thy fervant Innr, 

And nolhiogcan^ I houreiy ice^ 

Drive thee mm ncy 
Thou art the fame^ faithfully and juft 

Inlife^orDuft; 
Though then (thus ctumm'd) I ftray 
In bUfts,, 
OrExhalations, and wafts 

Beyond ail Eyes 
Yet thy love fpies 
Thar Change^and knows thy C ky. 

The 
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The world's thy boxe : hoMTtfaen (there toft^) 

CanIbeloJft/> 
But Che delay is all ; Tyme noKT 

Is old, and fUm^ 
His wings areduU^and fickly ; 
Ycthc 
Tbcf feryam; is^ and waits on thee. 

Cult then the fiimme, 
Lord hafte. Lord come, 
O come Lord fefus quickly \ 

Rom.Cap. 8.irer. 23 • 
^mt mfy tbgy, but im fdves aifi^ Tvhicb bdve tie firft 
fiaUuff ^fpmt^ even wee our felves fjrede wUhm imr 
fehtsy waUkigf9r the oih/tm^ to wit, the redmfim •[ 
owrbedj. 



Chearfulnefs. 

LOrd, with what coura^, and delight 
I doc each thing 
¥^CA thy leafi: breath fuftalnes my wing i 
I (hine, and move 
Like chofe above^ 
And^with much gladnefle 
Qulttiii^ fadneue,) 
Make me £ure dayes of every night* 

Affliftion thus, meere pleafiire is^ 
And hap what will J 

If thou be in*t, 'tis welcome ftill j 
But fince thy rayes 
In Sunnic dayes 
Thou doft thus lend 
And freely fpend. 

Ah ! what {halll return for this ? 



O 
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3- 

O chat I were oil Soul ! tliat thou 

Wouidft make each part 

Of chis poor^ fiaflill frame puxe heart t 
Then would 1 drown 
My fingle one^ 
And CO thypraJic 
A Conlorc raile 

Of UaJUhqdis here below. 



ellie^ chere*s a eye of Bodyes \ and as they 

^ Diflo]ve(withic3)toCIay, 

Lore languHheth, and memoiy doth nid 

0*r-caft with that coJd duft j 
For things thus Cotter J, without Btames^ or Jffkfif 

Nor give, nor take CmtaHm^ 
kvA man Is fuch a Marygold, theie fied^ 

That (hucs^ and hangs the head. 

Abfents within the Line ConTpire^ andte/e 

Thltigs diltantdom unioe^ 
Herbs Oeep unto die Rufi^ and ftme fowles thence 

Watch the Returns of light; 
But hearts are not ib kind : falle^ (hoc t delights. 

XeU us the world Is brave^ 
And wrap us in Imaginarv flights 

Wide of a faitnfiiJi grave ^ 
Thus LA74mf was carried out oftown ; 

For 'tis our foes chief aft 
By dJtfaince all £ood obje6^ firil to drown^ 

And then befiene the heart 
But I will be my own Veatbs^hetdi and ithougo 

The flaatktr fay, / /m, 
B€cau& Incerfcainties we cannot know 

Be fiire, not ro believe 

Peace. 
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Peace. 

MY Soul^ there is a Couiuiie 
Far beyond die fbrs. 
Where ftands a wineed Cenrrie 

All skilfiill in the wars. 
There above nolle, and danger 

Sweet peace fits crowned with finlles, 
And one bom In a Manger 

Conunands the Beauteous file 
He is thy gracious friend^ 

And (O my Soul awake !) 
Pid in pure love deicend 

To die here for thv fake. 
If thou canft get but thidier. 

There growes die flowreofpeace. 
The Rofe that cannot wither. 

Thy fortreflc, and thy ^fc ^ 
Leave then thy foolifi ranges ^ 

For none can thee fecOrcj 
But one, who never changes^ 

Thy God, thy life, 'liy Cuic 



"I*" 



The Pafiioo. 



o, 



My chief good ! 
'My deal, dear God ! 
When diy bicft bloud 
Did Iflue forth forced by the Rod, 
Wharj>ain didft Aou 
Feel in each blow] 
How didft thou weep, 

Aadthv&kllecp 



In 
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In thf own precious, faving teares ! 

Whac cruell unarc 

Did teare thy heart 1 

How didft thou grone it 

Inthefpirlc, 
O thouywhom 1117 foul Loves^andfeares \ 

2. 

Moft blefled Vine ! 

Whofe juice fogood 

Ifcd as Wliie, 
But thy fiure branches felt as bloud} 

How nvert thou preft 

Tobcmyfcaftl 

In what deep anguifh 

Dtdfl thou langui(h. 
What fprings of Sweaty and Uoud did drown thee ! 

How in one path 

Did the fiill wrath 

Of thy great Father 

Crowd> and gather. 
Doubling t}^ gpcfs, when none would own thee ! 

3- 

How 6\d the weight 

Ofallourfinnes, 

And death unite 
Towrench^and Rack thy bicficd limbe$ \ 

How pale, and bloudie 

Lookt thy Body ! 

How bruls'd, and broke 

Withcvery ftpoke ! 
How meek, and patient was thy fpirit ! 

How didft thou cty. 

And grone on higli 

Tailxr forgive^ 

And let diem live, 
Idyetomakcmyfocs inherit! 

40 
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4- 

blefled Lamb ! 

That took'ft my /innc. 
That took'ft my (hainc 
How fhall thy duft thv praifes fing I 

1 won la I were 
One hearty tear ! 
One conftant fpring ! 
Then would I bring 

Thcc two imall mites, and be at ft rife 
Which (hould moft vie^ 
My heart, or eye. 
Teaching my years 
In fmiies, and tears 

To weep, to fing, thy Oeath^ my Life, 



Kom.Cap. S.ver. 1 9. 

Etemm res Creata exerto Capitt obfervantes expectant rtve- 
latianem tU'mum vd. 



A Nd do thev fo ? have they a Senfe 

O f ou ght but I n ftuence ? 
Can they their head^ lift, and expefb^ 

And grone too ? why th'Elcd 
Can do no more : mv volumes fed 

They were ail aull, and dead. 
They judg'd them fenftcflc,and rficir ftatc 

Wholly Inanimate. 

Go, go j Seal up thy looks. 
And Uirn thy books. 

I* 

I would I were a ftone,or tree. 

Or flowre by pedigree. 
Or fome Door high^way herb, or Spring 

To ROWj or bird to fing ' 

D Then 
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Then (hould I (tycd to one fure ftate,) 
All day e3cpc^ my date; 

But I am fadly loofej and flray 

A *giddy biafl each way ^ 
O ICC me not thus range ! 
Thou canft not change. 

Somethne^ I fit with thee, and tarry 
An hour, or (b, then vary. 

Thy other CreaaiTcs in thi$ Scene 
Thee only aym^ and mean; 

Some rife to fcek thee^ and with heads 
Ered peep from their beds ; 

Others^ whofe birth is in the tomb. 
And cannot quit the womb. 
Sigh there, and grone for thec^ 
Their liberty. 



O let not me do Icflc ! fhall they 

Watch, while I fleep, or play ? 
Shall I thy mercies ftill abufe 

With fancies, friends,or newes 
O brook it not ! thy bloud is mine. 

And my K)u1 fhould be thine ; 
O brook it not I why wilt thou ftop 

After whole fhowrcs one drop ? 

Sure, thou wilt joy to fee 
Thy l(hecp with thee* 



The 
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The Relapfe. 

MY G0J3 how gracious ate thou ! I had flipt 
Ahnoft to hell J 
And on the verge of chat dark, dreadful pic 

Did hear cbem yell. 
But O thy love ! thy rich, almighty love 

That fav'd my foul. 
And chcckt their furic, when I faw them move, 

And heard chem howl ; 

my fole Comfort, take no more theft wayes. 

This hideous path. 
And I wil mend my own without delayes, 

Ceaft thou thy wrath ! 

1 havedcfcrv'd a thick, Egyptian damp. 

Dark as my deeds. 
Should mp within me, and put out that lamp 

Thy fpirit ittds 5 
A darting Conftience full of (labs, and fears , 

No ftiade but Tewghy 
Sullen, and fad Ecdipfes, Cloudie fpheres. 

Theft are my due. 
But he that with his bloud, ( a price too deere,) 

My ftores did pay. 
Bid me, by vertne from him, chalenge here 

The brightefl day • 
Swect,downie thoughts* foft 7.i/^;r.ihades; Calm ftreams; 

Joyes full, and true ; 
Frcfti, fpicic mornings 5 and eternal beams 

Theft are his due. 



D % The 



52 SilexSetntilUns 

The Refolve. 

T Have confiderM it ^ and find 

A longer flay 
Is but excus'd negieft. To mind 

One path^ and firay 
Into another j or to none^ 

Cannot be love 3 
When fhal that traveller come home j 

That will not move } 
If thou wouldft chicher, linger not^ 

Catch at the place. 
Tell youth^ and beauty they mufl rot, 

They'r but a Cafe j 
Looft^parccird hearts wll freeze: The Sun 

With fcatter'd locks 
Scarce warms, but by contradion 

. Can heat rocks ; 
Call in thy Forptrsymn^ and reach 

Home widi the light. 
Be (here, before the (hadows flrerch, 

And Span up night ^ 
Follow the Cry no more : there is 

An ancient way 
All ftrewed with flowres, and happinels 

And freih as May ; 
There turn, and turn no more ; Let wits. 

Smile at fair eies. 
Or Ups $ But who there weeping fits. 

Hath got the Pri?e. 



mmma 



The 
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The Match. 

DEar friend ! whole holy, ever Jivmg lines 
Have done muco good 
To niany,and have checkc my blood. 
My fierce,irild blood that ftill heaves, and inclines. 

But is ftill tam'd 
By thofe bright fires which thee inflam'dj 
Here I joyn hands, and thruft my ftubborn heart 

Into thy DHd, 
There from no T>unes to be freed^ 
And if hereafter ywtffe, or foUy thwart 

And claim their ihare. 
Here I renounce the poisonous ware. 



11 



A Ccept, dread Lord, the |Kx>r Oblation^ 
XX It IS but poore. 

Yet through thy Mercies may be more. 
O thou ! that canft not wi{h my fouls damnation. 

Afford me life. 
And fave me from all inward ftrife ! 
Two Lifts I hold from thee, my gracious Lord^ 

Both co(^ thee deer« 
For one, I am thy Tenant here \ 
The other, the true life, in the next world 

And endlefs is, 
O let me ftill mind that in this l 
To thee therefore my Thoughts^ words ^ AQms 

I do refign. 
Thy will in all be done, not mine. 
Settle my boufe^ and fhut out all diftradions 

That may unknit 
My hearty and thee planted In it j 

D 3 Lord 
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Lord Jefu \ thoudidft bow thy blefled head 

Upon a tree, 
O do as much, now unco me ! 
O hear, and heal thy fervant ! Lord, ftrlkedead 

All lufts in me. 
Who onely wUh life to fcrvc thee ? 
Sufter no more this duft to orerflow 

And drown my ci<$. 
But feal, or pin them to thy skies. 
And let this gfiOftwhidh here in tears 1 Tow 

. Though </etf4,andj&V, 

Through thy Increafe grow ww, and ^wrifc. 



Rules i^/irfLeflbns. 

l^Hcn firft thy Bics unveil, give thy Soul leave 
1 o do the like j our Bodies but forerun 

The fpirits duty j True hearts fpread, and heave 
► their God, as flow'rs do to the Sun. 



Unco 



Give him thy firft thoughts then ; fo (halt thou keep 
Him company all day, and in him flccp . 

Yet, never flecp die Sun up • Prayer (hou'd 
Dawn with the day : There arc fet, awftil hours 
'Twixt heaven, and us 5 The Manna was not good 
After Sun-rifing, far-day fullies flowres. 

Rife to prevent the Sun j flecp doth fins glut. 
And hcav'ns gate opcns,when this WorlA is'fhut. 

Walk wich thy fcllow-crcaturcs : note the bujh 
And vhipoers among^ft them. There's not a S fringe 
Or/^tf/e Duthjith his Mertiing^mni EachffvA 
A nd Oal(^ doth know / AM ; canft thou not iln? 
O leave thy Cares, and follies ] go this wmr 
And thou art (ore to prolper all the day, 

Serve 
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Serve God Ixfbre the wbrld ; lec him not go ! 

Until dioa haft a bieiling, then reftgnc 
The whole unto him • and remember vho 
Prevail'dby wrtftb^gcxt the Sun did jblue, 

Poure Oylen^n the ftones, weep for thy fin. 

Then journey on, and have an eie to heav'n. 

M&rm»gs are Mjfttrks : the firft worlds Teuth^ 
Mans Refurrc^Uai^ and the futures Bud 
Shtowd in dieir births : The Crown of life, light, truth 
Is ftird their fiarre^ the j?m, and biMm food. 

Three tiejjings wait upon them, two of which 

Should move 5 They make us holj, bafpy^ rich. 

When the world's up, and ev'ry (warm abroad^ 
Keep chou thy temper, mix not ^ith each Clay 5 
Difpatch neceffities, life hath a load 
Which muft be carri*d on, and fafely may. 

Yet keep thofe cares without thee, let the heart 

Be Gods alone, and choofe the better part. 

Through all thy A^ions^ Comfels, on/iDircomfiy 
Xet MUdmfSy and Kihgionj^idt thee out. 
If truth be thine, what needs a brutiih force ? 
But what's not goody and M ne'r go about. 

Wrong not thy Confcience for a rotten fticky 

That gain is dreadful, which makes fplrits fick. 

To God, thy Countric, and thy friend be true, 
If Prie/?,ana ?eofU change, keep thou thy ground. 
Who fcls Religion, is zjudas Jtw^ 
And, oathes once broke, the foul cannot be lbund« 

The perjurer's a devil let loofe ; what can 

Tie up his hands, that dares mock God, and man 

Seek not the fame fteps with the Crowd 'y ftick thou 
To my ftirc ttot ; a Confinnt, humble mind 
Is botn his own Joy, and his Makers too ; 
Letfoiiy duft it on^ or lag behind. 

D 4 A 
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A Iwect fdf 'privacy in a right foul 

Out-runs the Earthy and lines the ucmofi pole* 

To all that feek thee, bear an open heart ; 

Make not thy bread a Labyrintb^ov Trafy 

If tryals comc^this wil make good thy part. 

For hone fly is fafc, coftie what can hap ; 

It is the good mans feafl j The prince of flowres 
Which thrives in porms^and fmels bcft aL^trJhojvres, 

Seal not thy Eyes up from the poor, but give 
Proportion to their Merits j and thy Purfe j 
Thou mai'ft in Rags a mighty Prince relieve 
Wlio, when thy fins call for't, can fence a Curfc. 

Thou (halt not lofe one m'Ue, Though waters ftray. 
The Bread we caft returns infraughtsone day. 

Spend not an hour fb, as to wx;ep another. 
For tears arc not thine own j If thou giv'^ words 
Dafh not thy friend^ nor Heav'n 5 O fmother 
A vip'rous thought ; fbme Syllables are Swords. 
Unbitted tongues are in their penance double. 
They Ihame their owners^ and the hewrers trouble. 

Injure not modeA bloud, whofe/^iri/r rife 
In judgement againft Uiv^nefs \ that's bafc wit 
That voyds [mt filth, and Hench, Haft thou no prixc 
But ficlfftefsy or lafe^n ? jSiBle it. 

Who makes his jefts of fins, muft be at Icaft 
If not a very dtvUl, worfc than a BeafL 

Yet, fly no friend, if he be fiich indeed. 
But meet to quench his Longings, and thy Thirfi ; 
Allow your Joycs KeUgion 5 That done, fpecd 
And bring the fame man back, thou wert all fir ft. 
Who Co returns not, cannot pray aright. 
But ihuts his door, and leaves Qod out all night. 

To 
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To highcen thv Dei;#/im J^and keen Jow 
All mutinous cnoughts, whac bufinesieV thou haft 
Obferve God in his works ; here fountains flow, 
Urds fing, Beafts £ecd,F^b leap, and iW&arib Aands fad; 
Above are reftles motlmsy running UgbtSy 
Vaft Circling AT^ure, giddy Cioiuis^ (kys jHig^s. 

When Seafons change, then lay before thine £ys 
His wondrous Method i mark the various Scenes 
In heaven 5 Hmi, Thundery Rain-4fomy Snm^ and Ice^ 
Calmes, TempefiSy light ^ and darlfnes by his means ^ 
Thou canft not mifle his Praifc; Bach tmjmb^fltmt 
Are ihadows of his wifedome, and his Pow'n 

To meales when thou doeft come, give him thcpraife 
Wliolc Arm fuppiy'd thee 5 Take what may fiimce. 
And then be thankful ; O admire his ways 
Who fils the worlds uncmpty*d granaries I 

A thankles feeder is a tbeif^ his fcaft 

Avery Robbery, and himfelfnog«//?. 

HIgb-noon thus paft, thy time decays y provide 
Thee other thoughts y Away with friencfs, and mirth j 
The Sun now (loops, and hafts his beams to hide 
Under the dark, and melancholy Earth. 
All but preludes thy End. Thou art the man 
Whofe kifey bight , and Def cent is but a fpan. 

Yet, fet as he doth, and 'tis well. Have all 
Thy Beams home with thee : trim thy Lamp^ buy Oyl , 
And then fct forth 3 who is thus drcft. The PaU 
Furthers his glory, and gives death the foyl. 
Man is a Summers day ; whofe v<J//(fc, and fire 
Cool to a glorious £ve/r/>g, and Expire. 

When night comes, lift thy deeds j make plain chc way 
Twixt Heaven, and thee ; block it not with delays. 
Bur perfed all before thou fteep'ft ; Then fay 
Tlxrs one Sun more firung on my Bend of days. 

What\s 



5 8 , Si lex Scintillans 

What's good fcorc up for Joy ; The bad wel fcannM 
Waih oft with tears^ and get thy MaJUrs hand. 

Thy Accounts thus made^fpend in chc grave one houre 
Betore thy time j Be not a (tranger there 
Where thou may*ft flccp wljole ages ; Lifcs poor flowr 
I.afls not a night fometimes. Bad (pirits tear 

This Covcrfation ; But the Eood man lyes 

Intombed many days before nc dyes. 

Being laid, and drefi: for fleep, Clofe not thy £ys 
Up with thy Curtains • Give thy foul the wing 
In (bme good thoughts ^ So when the day ihaU rife 
And thou unral^fi thy firej thofe ffarl(S will bring 
New flamesi6t&dc& where the^ lodge vain heats mourn 
And die ) That Bujb where God is^ (hall not bum. 

When thy Nap*s over, ftir thy fire, unralce 
In that iiead age ; one beam i 'th' dark outvies 
Two in the day ^ Then from the Damps, and Al^e 
Of night (but up thy leaves, be Chaft i God prys 
Through thickeil nights; Though then the Sun be far 
Do chou the works {^Dofy and rile a Star^ 

Briefly, Doe airtbou vfould*^ he dmetnuo. 
Love Gody and Love tb/ Naghbouri v^atcb, and ?ray. 
Thcfe arc the nrordsy and fi^or^s of life j This do. 
And live ; who doth not thus, hath loft Heav'as waf 
O lofe it not ! look up, wilt Change thofe Lights 
¥orCbaim o£Darl(nes, and Eternal Nights ? 



Corruption 
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Corruptioa. 

C Ure, It was To. Man in thofe carlv days 

*^ Was not all (lone, and Earth, 

He fliinM a little, and by thofe weak Rays 

Had fome glimple of his birth. 
He faw Heaven o*r his head, and knew from whence 

He came (condemned,) hither. 
And, as firft Love draws ftrongeft, fo from hence 

His mind furc progrcfs'd thither. 
Things here were ftrange unto him : Swct, and till 

AU was a thorn, or weed. 
Nor did thofe laft, but Hike himfelf,) dyed ftill 

As foon as they did Seid^ 
They leem'd to quarrel with him ^ for that Ad 

That fel him, foyFd them all. 
He drew Ae Curfe upon the world, and Crackt 

The whole frame with his fall. 
This made him long for home, as loath to ilay 

Withmurmurers,and foes; 
He figh*d for Edeny and would okcti fay 

Ah \ what dnght days were thofe ? 
Not was Heav'n ^old unto him ; for each day 

The vally, or the Mountain 
Afforded vi&s, and flill Paradife lay 

In fome green (hade, or fountain. 
Angels lay Ulger here ; Each Bufh, and Cel, 

£achOke, and high-way knew them, 
WaHc but the fields, or m down at fome »//, 

And he. was fure to view them. 
Almighty Lovz \ where art thou now ? mad man 

Sits down, and frcezeth on. 
He raves, and fwcars to ftir nor fire, nor far 

But bids the thread be ipun. 
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I fee, diy Ciirrains arc Clole-drawn 5 Thy bow 

^ Looks dim too in the Cloudy 
Sin triumphs ftill^ and man is iiink beW 

The Center^ and his fhrowd ^ 
All's in deep deep, and night ^ Thick darknes lyes 

And hatchetho'r thy people • 
Bnt hark ! what trumpets that ? what Angel cries 

Arife ! Thrufi in thypckU. 



H. Scriptures. 

TXTElcome dear book, fouls Joy, and food ! The feaft 
^ ^ Of Spirits, Hcav'n cxtrafted lyes in thee ; 

Thou art lifes Charter,Thc Doves fpotkfs^neait 
"Where fouls arc hatch^unto Ecemitie. 

In thee the hidden (l6ne,the MamiA lies. 

Thou art the great Elixir^ rare, and Choice 5 
The Key that opens to all Myfterics, 

The f^mi in Charaftcrs, God in the Vokt. 

O that I had deep Cut in my hard heart 

Each line in thecjl hen would I plead in groans 
Of my Lords penning, and by fweetcft Art 
Return upon himfelf the Lav^ and Stones. 

Read here, my faults are thine. This Book, and I 
Will tell thee fo 5 Swtet Savhitr tkou tidfi dye ' 



Unprofitablenes 
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Unprofitablcncs. 

HOw rich, O Lord ! how frcfti thy vifits are ) 
Twas but Juft now my bleak leaves hopelcs hung 

Sullyed with duft and mud ; , ,. . ^ 
Eachfharling blaft (hot through me, and did Iharc 
Their Youth, and beauty,Cold (liowrcs nipt, and wrung 

Their fpicinefs, and bloud 5 
But fince thou didft in one fweet gbncc fiirvey 
Their fad decays, 1 flouriih, and once more 

Breath all perfumes, and fpice •, 
I fmell a dew like Mfrrh, and all the day 
Wear in my bofi)me a fiill Sun j fuch ftorc 

Hath one beame from thy Eys. 
But, ah, my God ! what fruit haft thou (rf'this ? 
What one poor leaf did ever I yet fall 

To wait upon thy wreath ? 
Thus thou all day a thanklcfs weed docft drefs. 
And when th' haft done, a ftench, or fog is all 

The odour 1 bequeath. 



C H R I S T S 

Nativity, 

A Wake, giad heart ! get up, and Sing, 
It is the Birth-day of thy King, 
Awake t awake / 
The Sun doth fhake 
Light from his locks, and all the wav 
Breathing Perfumes^ doth Ipice the day 



Awake 
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2. 

Awakjawak! heark^how th' woodnng%^ 
Wiads whifper^ and the ImRcf/mgs 

A Conibrt make ^ 

A wake^ awake ! 
Man IS cheirhigh-prieft, and (hould rile 
To ofter up the facrifice. 



I would I were ibmc Bkd, or Star, 
Fhitt'ring in woods, or lifted far 

Aix>ve this Inwe 

And Rode of fin! 
Then either Star, or Bird^ fhould be 
Shining, or finging flill to thee« 



I would I had In my beft part 

Fit Roomes for thee \ or that my heart 

Were Co clean as 

Thy manger was ! 
But I am all filth, and obfcene. 
Yet, if thou wilt, thou canft make clean. 



J. 



Sweet Jltfu ! will then r Let no more 
This Leper haunt, and foyl thy door, 

Cure him, Eafe him 

O relealc him ! 
And let once more by myftick birth 
The Lord of life be bome in Eaith* 



How 
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II. 



HOw kind is heav'n to man ! If here 
One finner doth amei^d 
Strait there is Joy, and cv'ry fpherc 
In tnuuck doth Concend ^ 
And (hall we then no voices lift > 

Are mercy, and falvation 
Noc worth our thanks ? Is life a gift 

Of no more acceptation > 
Shal he that did come down from thence. 

And here for us was (lain, 
Shal he be now caft oft ? no fenfe 
Of all his woes remain ? 
Can neither Love, nor fuft^rings bind ? 
Are we all ftone, and Earth ? 
Neither his bloudy paffions mind. 

Nor one day blcffe his birth ? 
Alas, my God ! Thy birth now here 
Muft noc be mimbred in the year. 



The Check. 

pEace, peace ! I biu(h to hear thee ^ when thou art 
*■ A dufty ftory 

AfpeechleiTe heap, and in the mid ft my heart 
In the fame livery drcft 
Lyes came as all the reft 3 
When fix years thence digg'd up, fomeyouthftiUBie 

Seeks there for Symmetry 
But finding none, ftial leave thee to the wind, 
Or the next fooc to Crafh, 
Scatt'ring thy kind 
And humble duft, cell then dear ficfti 
Where is dij glory ? 

As 
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As he that in the midft of day Expcfts 

The hideous night. 
Sleeps not, but (haking ofFfloth, and ncglefts. 
Works with the Sun, and fets 
Paying the dav its debts ; 
That (for Rejpore, and darkncS bound,) he niig^ 

Reft from the fears i*th* night j 
So (hould we too. All things teach us to die 
And point us out the way 
While we pafle by 
And mind it not j play not away 
Thyglimpfc of light; 

View diy fore-runners : Creatures giv n to be 

Thy youths Companions, 
Take their leave, and die 5 Birds, beafts, each tree 
All that have growth^ or breath 
Have one large language. Death, 
O then play not ! but ftrive to him, who Can 

Make thefe fad diades pure Sun, 
Turning their mifts to beams, their damps to day^ 
Whofc pow*r doth fo cxcell ' 
• As CO make Clay 
A Ipirit, and true glory dwell 
In duft, and (tones. 

4- , . 

Heark, how he doth Invite thee ! with what voice 

Of Love, and forrow 
He begs, and Calls 3 that in thtfe thy ddys 
Thou knew*ft but thy own good ! 
Shall not the Crys of bloud. 
Of Gods own bloud awake thee ? He bids beware 

Of drunknes, furfeirs. Care, 

But thou flecp'ft on ; wher's now thy proteftatian> 

Thy Lines, thy Love ? Away, 

Redeem the day. 

The day diat gives no obiervation^ 

Perhaps to morrow. Di forder 
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Diforder andftzilty^ 

Tic/Hen ficft tfaou dldft even from the grave 

^ And womb of darkncs beckcn out 
My brttti^ foul^ and (o ti^ flave 
Bccam'fttliy leif, boch guide, and Scout ; 

Even from chat hour 
Thou gotft my heart y And though here toft 
By wlnds^ and bit wkh froft 
I pine, and ftrink 
Breaking the link 
^Twixt diee, and me 5 And oftimes creep 
Into ch' old filence^ and dead deep, 
Quittmg diy way 
All the &ng day. 
Yet, iure^mv Godl I love thcemoft* 
Alas, thu kve I 

I threaten heaven, and from my Cell 
Of Clay, and frailty break, and bud 
Touched by diy fire^ and breach ; Thy blond 
Too, is my Dew, and Ipringing wel. 

But while I grow 
And ftretch co thecj ayming at ail 
Thy ftars. and Ipanglcd hall^ 

Bach By doth taft 

Poyfon, and blaft 
My yielding leaves : Ibmecimes a (howr 
Beats chcm quice of^ and in an hour * 

Noc one poor (hoot 

But the bai^e root 
Hid under ground iorvives the falL 

Alas, pail wftdl 

E Thus 
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I- 

Thus like fbmc fleeping Exhalation 
(Which wak'd by heat, and beams, makes up 
Unto that Comforter, the Sun, 
And foars, and (hines j But c*r we fup 

And walk two ftcps 
Coord by the damps of night, dcfccnds, 
And, whence it fpnmg, there ends ) 

Doth my weak fire 

Pine, and retire. 
And (jAer all my hight of flames ,) 
In (ickly Expirations tames 

Leaving me dead 

On my firft bed 
Uxuill thy Sun again afcends. 

Foifi-.faHmg Star ! 

4. 
O, is 1 but give wings to my fire. 

And hatch my ibul, until! it fly 

Up where thou art, amongft thy tire 

Of Stars, above Infirmity 5 

Let not perverfc. 
And fooliih thoughts adde to my Bil 
Of forward fins, and Kil 

That fted. Which thou 

In me didft fbw. 
But dreffc, and w^ater with thy grace 
Together with the Cccdy the place , 

And for his fake 

Whodiedtoftake 
His life for mine, tune to thy will 

My heart, my verfe. 

Hofea Cap. 6. ver. 4. 
Epbra'm Tvhapjhail I do unto thee O Judah hm fhatl I 
kttreat thte ? fyr thy goodffifs K as a tnurmng dond, and as 
the tody Dew it geeth away. 

Idle 
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IdlcVcrfc, 

/^O, go,qucint folies, fugrcd fin, 
^^ Shadow no more mv door j 
I will no longer Cobwebs ipin, 

I'm too much on the fcorc. 

Forfince amidft my youth, and night. 

My great prefer verfmilcs, 
Wcc'I make a Match, my only JIght, 

And Joyn againft their wiles y 

Blind, defp'rate pts^ that ftudy how 

To dreflc, and trim our {hamc. 
That gild rank poylbn, and allow 

Vice in a fairer name 5 

The Furlis of youthfiill bloud, and bowles, 

Luft in the Robes of Love, 
The idle talk of feav'rilh fouls 

Sick with a fcarf, or glove ; 

Let it fliffice my warmer days 

Simpered, and fhin'd on you. 
Twill not my Cyprcffe with your Bays, 

Or Rofes with my Ycwgh 5 

Co^ go, feck out fomc greener diing. 

It fnows, and freczcth here \ 
Let Nightingales attend the Ipring, 

Winter is all my year. 

E 2 ' Sondays 
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Son-dayes. 

gRight fhadows of tjiic Reft ! fomc (hoots of bliffc, 

Heaven once a week j 

The next worlds gladnes prcpoffcft in diis ; 

Adaytoieek^ 

Eternity in time j die fteps by which 
We CL'mb above all ages : tamps that light 
Man through his heap of dark days 5 and the rich. 
And fidl redemption of the whole weeks flight. 



The Pulleys unto headlong man j times bower ; 

The narrow way ; 
Tranfplanted Paradife^ Gods walking houie \ 

The Cool o'th* day} 

The Creatures Juhile ^ Gods parle with duft 5 
Heaven here j Man on tfaofe hills of Myrrh, and flowres • 
Angels deftcnding 5 the Returns of Truft * 

A GIbam of glory, after fix-day s^fliowres. 



The Churches love-feafts 5 Times Prerogative, 

And Intcreft 
Deduced from the wholcj The Combs, and hive. 

And home or reft 

Themilkv way Chalkt oufc with Suns ; a Clue 
That guides through erring hours ; and iufull ftoty 
AtafVe of Heavn on earth ; the pledge, and Cue 
Of a fullfeaft \ And the Out Courts ofglory. 

Repentance 
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Repentance. 

T Ord^ fince chau didft in this rik Clay 

That (acred Kay 
Thy (piric plant, <]^uickning the whole 
With that one grains Infilled wealdi^ 
My forward fleft creept on, and ibbcly ftolc 
Both growdi, and power; Checking me health 
And heat of thine : That little gate 
And narrow way, by which to thee 
The PalTage is. He termed a grate 
And Entrance to Captivitie ; 
Thy laws but nets, where fomc fmall birds 
( And thole but feldome too) were caught. 
Thy Promiies but empty words 
Which none but Chixdxen heard, or taught. 
This I believed : And though a friend 
Came <^ from, far, and whifper'd, N9 j 
Yet that not forting to my end 
I wholy liften'd to my foe. 
Wherefore, pierced through with grief, my fad 
Seduced (cm fi^hs up to thee. 
To thee who with true tight art Clad 
And feeft all things juft as they be. 
Look from thy throne upon this Rowl 
Of heary fins, my high tranlgteffions. 
Which I Comefle widiall my foul. 
My God, Accept of my Confefllon. 

It was laft d;^ 
(Touch'd with the guilt of my own way) 
X fate alone, and taking up 

The bitter Cup, 
Through all thy fair, and various ftore 
Soadit out what might outvie myfcore. 

The blades of gtaflc,thy Creatures feeding. 
The trees, their leafs ; the flowrcs, thdr ^Ing, 

B 3 The 
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The Duftj of which I am a parr. 

The Stones much foftcr than my heart. 

The drops of rain, the figh^ of wind. 

The Stars to which I am ftark blind. 

The Dew thv herbs drink up by night. 

The beams they warm them at i'th light. 

All that have lignature or life, 

I fummon'd to decide this ftrifc, 

And left I fliould lack for Arrears, 

A fpring ran by, 1 told her tears. 

But when thefe came unto the fcale, 
M fins alone outweigli*d them all. 
O my dear God ! my life, my love ! 
Moft blcffcd lamb I and mildeft dove ! 
Forgive your penitent Oifenderi 
And no more his fins remember. 
Scatter thefe fhades of death, and give 
Light to my foul, that it may live j 
Cut me not off for my tranfgreffions, 
Wilfiil rebellions, and fupprcffions. 
But give them in thofe ftreams a oart 
Whofe fprine is in my Saviours heart. 
Lord, I confelTe the heynous fcorc. 
And pray, I may do fo no more, 
Though then all finncrs I exceed 
O think on this 5 Thy $9H did bleed ; 
O call to mind his wounds, his woes. 
His Agony, and bloudy throws 5 
Then w>ok on all that thou haft made. 
And mark how they do fail, and fade. 
The heavens themfclvcs, though fair and bright 
Are dark, and unclean in thy hght, 
How then, with thee. Can man be holy 
Who doeft thine Angels charge with folly ' 

what am I » that 1 ihould breed 
pigs on a thorne, flowres on a weed ! 

1 am the gourd of fin, and Ibrrow 

G rowing o'r night, and gone to morrow. 

In. 
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Iti all this J?0«»^of life and death 
Nothing's more viJc than is my breath, 
Profanenes on my tongue doth reft, 
Dcteds, and darkncs in my brcft. 
Pollutions all my body wed. 
And even my foul to thee is dead. 
Only in him, on whom 1 fcaft , 
Both foul, and body are well drcft. 

His pure pcrfcdion quits all [core. 

And fills the Boxes of his poor j 
He is the Center of long life, and light, 
I am but finite. He is Infinite. 
O let thy Jufiia then in him Confine, 
And through his merits, make thy mercy mine ! 



The Burial 
Of an Infant, 

BLcft Infant Bud, whofe Bloflomc-lif<; 
Did only look about, and fal, 
Wcaryed out in a harmles flrifc 
Of tears, and milk, the food of all ; 

Sweetly didft thou expire : Thy foul 
Flew home unilaln'd by his new kin, 
For ere thou knew*ft how to be foul. 
Death v^ean^A thee from the world, and fin» 

Softly reft all thy Virgiii-Crums 1 
Lapt in the iWects of Siy young breathy 
Expefting till thy Saviour Comes 
To drtjft them, undunfTvadle death . 



E 4 Faith 
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Faith. 

D Rights atid bleft beanie ! ^ofe lh<mg projedico 

*-^ HqaaUtoaU, 

Keachetb as well diines oFdejeftion 

Asth'hiah,^dUll; 
Hovr hath la^ GoShy raying diee 

lulaig'ahufpoufe, 
Ahd of a private familie 

Made open houfe ? 
All may be now Co-heirs; no noifc 

Of Bfiod, or Eree 
Can Interdid u s from thole Joys 

That wait on thee ^ 
The Law, and Ceremonies made 

A gloriotts- nighty 
Whcr«? Stars^id Olouds^both Iight;,and (hade 

Had equal right 3 
Butjas in nature, when the day 

bi^aks , night adjourns^ 
Stars fliut up ihop. mifls pack away. 

And the Moon mourns j 
80 when (he Sun of rightepufnefs 

Did once appear. 
That Scene was chang-d, and a new drefle 

Left for us here-, 
Veiles became ufeles. Altars fel, 

pircsHnokingdle; 
Andall that facred pomp, and (hel 

Ofchings did flies 
Then did he Aline forth, whole fad fitU^ 

And bitter fights 
Were figiir*d in thofc nwfticat. 

And Cloudie Kites} 



And 
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And as iW natural Sun, Aefc three, 

I^htj, motion^ beat. 
So die now Faith, Hopt, charity 

Throu^ him Compieat ; 
Faith ipans up m£t j what fin, and death 

Putusqaitefrom, 
Left we fliould run for't oat of bieath. 

Faith brings na horoc j 
So that I need no niore^ hue fay 

/ da beUtve, 
And mf rooft loving Lord Araitway 

dothan(wer,Xii;«. 



The Dawning. 



A H . what time wilt thou come } when (hall t 
-^ The Bridegroifm^s cmnung t fil the sky ? 
Shall it in the Evening run 
When our words and works are done } 
Or wil thy all-fiir prizing light 

Break ac midnight ? 
When either fleep, or fomedark pleafurc 
Poflefletfa mad man without raealorc ^ 
Or {hal thefe early, fragrant hours 

Unlock rhy bowres ? 
And with their bluih of light defcry 
Thy locks crownM with eternities 
Indeed, it is the only time 
That with thy glory doth beft chuac, 
All now are fhrring, ev*ry field 

Ful hymns doSoi yield. 
The i«diole Creation Uiakes off night. 
And fot thy fliadow looks the light. 
Stars now yanifh without number, 
Slecpie Planets ^tt^ and flumber. 



thatoie 



The 
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The purfic Cloads disband, and fcattcr. 
All exj>cft Tome i'udden matter. 
Mot one beam triumphs, but from far 
That morning-ftar ; 

O at what time foevcr thou 
(Unknown to us,) the heavens wilt bow. 
And, with thy Angels in the yaffy 
Defcend to Judge poor c a re le fs m an , 
Grant, 1 may not like puddle lie 
In a Corrupt fecuritie, 
Vfliere, if a traveller water crave. 
He finds it dend, and in a grave ; 
But as this rcftlefs, vocall Sfring 
All day, and night doth run, and fing, 
And though here born, yet is acquainted 
Elfewhere, and flowing keeps untainted 5 
So let mc all my bulie age 
In thy free fer vices in gage. 
And though (while hcrcj offeree I muft 
Have Commerce fbm times with poor duft. 
And in my flefli, though vile, and low, 
As this doth in her Channel, flow, 
Yet let my Courfe, my aym, my Love, 
And chief acquaintance be above j 
So when that day, and hour (hal come 
In which thy felf wil be the Sun, 
Thou It find me dreft and on my way. 
Watching the Break of thy great day. 



Admif&on. 
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Admiflion. 

HOw (Krll are filent tears? when fin got head 
And all my Bowels turn'd 
To braifc, and iron ; wiicn my flock lay dead. 
And all my powers mourn'd; 
Then did thefc drops ( for Marble (wears. 

And Rocks have tears,) 
As rain here at our windows beacSj 
Chide in thine Bars ; 



z. 
No quiet couldft thou have : nor didA thou wiiik^ 

And let thy Beggcr lie. 
But e'r my eics could overfklw their brink 
Didft to each drop reply ^ 
Bowels of Love ! ac what low rare. 

And Aight a price 
DoA thou relieve us at thy gate. 
And Ail our Cries } 

Wee are thy Infants, and fuck thee 3 If thou 

But hide, or turn thy face, 
Becaufe where thou art, yet, wc cannot go. 
We fend tears to the place, 
Thefe find thee out, and though our fins 

Drove thee away, 
Yet with thy love that abfcnce wins 
Us double pay. 

O give me then a thankful heart ! a heart 

After thy own, not mine } 
So after thine, that all, and e/ry part 

Of mine J may wait on thine 3 



•» 



^6 Silex ScintiUam 

O hear ! yet not nijr tears alone^ 

Hear now a floud. 
A floud that drowns bodi tears^ and grones^ 

My Saviours bloud. 



Praife. 

I^Ing ofComfbns ! King of life ! 
-Kl Thou haft checr'd me. 

And when firars, and doubts were rife. 
Thou haf): cleer'd me ! 

Not a nook in all my Breaft 
Butdioufill'ftit, 

Not a thought, that breaks my reft, 
Butchouklll'ftic^ 

Whextfoie with my utmoft ftrength 
I wil praile thee. 

And as thou giv'ft line, and length, 
I Wil raife thee ^ 

Day, and night, not once a day 
Iwillbldlethee, 

Andiny fiml in new array 

Iwilldreffi thee* 

Not one minute in the year 
But ri mind thee^ 

Asmy ieal, and bracelet here 
I wil bind thee ^ 

In thy word, as if in heaven 

I wil reft me. 
And thy promife 'til made even 

There (hall feaft me. 



Then 
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Therij thy ikylngs all my life 

They fhal pleafe me. 
And thy bloucfy wounds, and ftrlG: 

Theywileaipmej 

With thy grones my daily breath 

I willmeaitire. 
And my life hid in thy deadi 

Iwilltreafiirc. 



Though then diou art 

Paft thought of heart 
Allperfeafuhie&, 

And canfb no nuhit 

Accefle admit 
From duil and dulnels 3 

Yet to thy name 
(asnocthefame 

With thy bright Eflcnce,) 

Our foul. Clay hands 
At thy Commands 

Bring praife, and Inccnie 5 

If then, dread Lord, 
When to thy board 

Thy wretch comes begging. 
He hath a flowrc 
_ , Or ( ro his pow'r, ) 

Some liich poor Oft ring ; 

When thou haft made 
Thy bcgger glad^ 

And fiUM his Dofbinc, 

Let him (though poor,) 
Strowatthydoor 

That one poor Bloflome, 



Drefling. 
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Drerting. 

OThou that lovcft a pure, and whltcnd foul ! 
That fcedft among the Lillics, *tilj the day 
Break, and the fhadows flee • touch with one Coal 
My frozen heart ^ and with tby fccret key 

Open my dcfblate rooms ^ my gloomle Brcft 
With thy cleer fire refine, burning to duft 
Thefe dark Confufions that within me ncft. 
And foyl thy Temple with a fin&l ruft. 

Thou holy, harmlefs, undefil'd high-pricft ! 
The perfeft, ful oblation for all fin, 
Whofc glorious conqueft nothing can rcfiftj 
But even in babes doeft triumph ftill and win , 

Give to thy wretched one 
Thymyfticall Commummy 
That,gb(cnt, he may fee, 
Live, die, and rife with thee ; 
Let him fo follow here, that in the end 
He may take thee, as thou docft him intend. 

Give him thy private fcal, 
Earncft, and fign j Thy gifts fo deal 

That thefe forerunners here 

May make the future clecr ; 
Whatever thou doft bid, let faith make good. 
Bread for thy body, and Wine for thy Wood 

Give him (with pitty) love. 
Two flowrcs that grew with thee above 

Love that ihal not admit 

Anger for one ihorr fit. 
And pitty of filch a divine extent 
That may thy mcmbcrs,more than mine,refenh 



Give 
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Give me, my God ! thy grace. 
The beams, and brighcnes of thy face. 

That never Jikc a beafb 

I take thy facrcd feaft. 
Or the dread myfteries of tliy blcft bloud 
Ufc, with DkcCuftome, as my KitchiA food. 

Some fit to thee, and cat 
Thy body as their Common meat, 

O Jet not me do (b \ 

Poor duft fliould ly ftill low. 
Then kneel my foul, and body ; kneel, and bow; 
If 54i»^j, and Ang/ds faidown, much more thou. 



Eaftcr-day- 

'jHou, whofe fad heart, and weeping head !ycs low, 
Whofc Cloudy breft cold damps invade. 

Who never ^tcVfk the Sun, nor fmooth'ft thy brow, 
But fitt'fl opprcfled in the fhade. 

Awake, awake. 
And in his Refiirreftion partake. 

Who on this day (that thou might'ft rife as he,) 
Rofcup, and canceil'd two deaths due to thee. 

Awake, awake j and, like the Sun, dilperfe 

All mifts that would ufurpthis day ; 

Where are thy Palmes, thy branches, and thy verfc ? 
Hofanm \ heark .\ why doeft thoo: ftay > 

A rife, arilc. 

And with his healing Woud anoint thine Eys, 

Thy inward Eys ; his bloud will cure thy mind 
Whofc (pitclc only could rcftorc the blind. 

Eaftcr 
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Eafter Hymn. 



«^ 



DEath) and darkncfi get you packl 
Nothing now to man is lacking. 
All vour triumphs now are ended. 
And what Adam marr'd, is mended j 
Graves are beds now for the weary. 
Death a nap, to wake more merry ; 
Youth now, full of pious du^. 
Seeks in thee for perfed beauty. 
The weak, and aged tirM, with length 
Of daics, from ifiec look for new ftrengdi, 
And Infants wi^ thy pangs Conteft 
Asplcafant, as if with the brcftj 
Then, unto him, who dius hath thrown 

Eren to Contempt thy kingdome down. 
And bv his blood did us advance 
Unto his own Inheritance, 
To him be glory, power, praiie. 
From this, unto the laft of daies. 



The Holy Communion. 

l^Elcome fweier, and facred feaft \ welcome life 

Dead I was, and deep in trouble % 
But grace, and bleffings came with thee (b rife. 

That they have c|uicken*d even drie fhibble \ 
Thus (bules their bodies animate. 
And thus, at firft, when things were rude. 
Dark, void, and Crude 
Tliey, by thy Word, their beauty had, and date ; 
All were by thee. 
And ftil mud be. 

Nothing 
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Nothing that is, or lives, 
But hath his Quicknings, and reprieves 
As diy hand opes, or {huts 5 
Healings, and Cuts, 
Barknefsj andday-light.lifc, and death 
Arc but mcer Jcavcs turn'd by thy bre»h. 
Spirits without thee die. 

And blacknefs /its 
On the divineft wits. 
As on the Sun Ecclipfes He. 
But that gteat darknefs at thy death 
When the veyl broke with thy laft breath. 
Did make us fee 
The way to thee : 
And now by thefe fiire, facred ties^ 
After ihy blood 
(Our (bv'rain good,) 
Had cleared our eics. 
And given us fight 3 
Thou doft unto thy fclf betroth 
Our fouls, and bodies both 
In everlafUng light: 

Was't not enough that thou hadft payd the price 

Ancl given us eies 
When we had none, but thou niufl: alio take 
lis by the hand 
And keep us (lill awakc^ 
When we would flcep. 
Or from thee creep. 
Who without thee cannot ftand ? 

Was*t not enough to lofc thy breath 
And blood by an acatrfed death* 

But thou mud alio leave 

To us that did bereave 
Thee of them both, thefe feals the means 

That Ihould both clcanfc 

F And 
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And keep us fb, 
Who wrought thy wo ? 
O role of Sbaym \ O the Lilly 

Of thevaJIey/ 
How art thou now, thy Bock to keep. 
Become both /«*</, and Shepheard to thy fhccp ! 



Pfalm 121. 

IIP to thofc brlglit, and gladfomc hi Is 
Whence fiowcs my weal, and mirth, 

I look, and figh for him^who Rh 

(Unfccn,) both hcavcn,and earth. 

He Is alone my help, and hope, 
that I fhall not be moved. 

His watchful Eye is ever ope^ 
And guardcth his bcloved> 

The glorious God is myfeic-ftay, 

He is my Sun, and fliade^ 
The cold by night , the heat by day. 

Neither ihall me invade. 

He keeps me from the fpitc of foes. 
Doth all their plots controul. 

And is a ihicld (not reckoning thofe ) 
Unco my very foul. 

Whether abroad, amidft the Crowds 

Or els within my door. 
He ts my Pillar, and my Cloudy 

Now, and for evermore. 



Affliftion 
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Affli^lion. 

PEacc, peace ; It is not fo. Thou docft mifcall 
Thy Phyfick ; Pils that change 
Thy fick Acccffions into fctlcd health. 
This is the great Klixir that turns gall 
To wine, and fwcctncfs^ Poverty to wealth. 
And brings man home, vrhcn he doth range. 
Did not he, who ordain'd the day. 

Ordain night too ? 
And in the greater world difplay 
What in the lefTer he would do ? 
All fleih is Clay, thou know'ft } and but that God 

Doch u(e his rod. 
And by a fruitfull Change of frofts, and fhowrcs 

Chcrifh, and bind thy powers y 
Thou wouldft to weeds,and thiftlcs quite dtfperie. 

And be more wild than is thy vcrle 5 
Sicknefs is wholfomc, and Crofies are but curbs 

To check the mule, unruly man. 
They arc heavens husbandry, the famous fan 

Purging the floor which Chaff difturbs. 
Were all the year one conftant Sun-fliinc, wee 

{hould have no flowres. 
All would be drought, and leanncfs ^ not a tree 

would make us bow res • 
Beautv confifts in colours • and that's bed 

Which is not fixt, but flies, and flowcs 
The fettled Kedls dull, ondwhi es that rtfl 
Something of ficknefs would difclofe. 
Vicifiitude plaies all the game, 
nothing that ftirrs. 
Or hath a name, 
But waits upon this wheel, 
Kingdomes too have their Phyfick and for ftecl. 
Exchange their peace, and ftirrs. 

^ * Thu5 
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Thus doth God I(ey difordcr'd man 

(which none clfe can,) 
Tuning his brcft to rife, or fall j 
And by a facred, needful! att 
Like ftrings, ftre tch cv'ry part 
Making the whole mod Muficall. 



H 



TheTempeft. 

Ow is man parccU'd out ? how ev*ry hour 

Shews him him(eJf, or fomthing he fhouid fee } 
This late, long heat may his Inlbruftion be. 
And tempcfl^s have more in them than a ihowr. 

^ifm nature an her bofimc faw 

Her Infants die, 
And all berfiowres wuher*d ta fir aw ^ 

Hr brejis grown djy ; 
She made the Earth their nurfe^ tomb, 

Sizb to the slfj, 
'Tiltomfifigkes fetch' d from her womb 

Katn did repfy^ 
So in the midii of all her fears 

And faint reqmfis 

Her Earneftfighes procured hertears 
And filled her brefis. 

O that man could do fo ! that he would hear 
The world read to him ! all the vaft expence 
I n the Creadon fhed, and flav'd to fence 

Makes up but IcAures for his eie, and car. 

Sure, mighty love forclccing the difccnc 
Of this poor Creature, by a gracious art 
Hid in thefe low things fnares to gain his hearty 

And iayd liirprizes in each Element. 

AU 
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All thiags here Ihcw him heaven , ufaiers that fall 
Chide, and fly up ; Mifts of corrupted fomc 
Quit their firfi beds & mouiitj trees, herbs, flowres, all 

Strive upwards flil, and point him the way home. 

How do they caft ofFgroflheG ? only Earth, 
And Man (like Ijfacbar) in lodes delight. 
Water's refin'd to Motiorty Aire to Light, * i/jt/. 

Fire to all '^ three, but man hath no fuch mirth. Motum, 

heai. 

TUmts in the root with Earrhdo moft Comply, 
Their Leafs with water, and humidities 
The Flomes to air draw neer, and Tubtiltie, 

And feeds a kinred fire have with the sky. 

AU have their l(eyes, and fee af cents ; but man 

Though he knows thefe, and hath more of his own^ 
Sleeps at the ladders foot 3 alas ! wliat can 

Thefe new difcovcries do, except they drown ? 

Thus groveling in the (hade, and darknefs, he 
Sinks to a dead oblivion ^ and though all 
He (ees, (like pyramids,) {hoot from this ball 

And lefs'ning ftill grow up invifibly. 

Yet hugs he ftilhis durt ; The flyffe he wears 

And painted trimming takes down both his eics^ 
Heaven hath lefs beauty than the duft he fples^ 

And money better mufick than the Sfhcres. 

Life's but a blaft, he knows It • what ? (Kal ftraw. 
And bul^ruih-fettets temper his Hiort hout* 
Muft he nor fip,nor fing ? grows nc'r a ftowt 

To crown Ids temples ? fhal dreams be his law 

O foolifh man ! how haft thou loft thy fight > 
How is it that the Sun to thee alone 
Is grown thick darknefi, and thy bread, a (lone^ 

Hath (fcAi no foftnefs s^ovt ? mid-day no light > 

F 3 Lord! 
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Lord I thou didft put a foul here j If I muft 
Be broke again, for flints will give no fire 
Without a ftecl, O let thy power cleer . 

Thy gift once more, and grind this flint to duft ! 



Retirerncnt. 

TWHo on yon throne of Azure fits. 
Keeping dofe houfe 
Above the morning-ftarre, 
Whofe meaner fhowes, 
And outward uteniils thefe glories are 
That (hine and /hare 
Part of his manfion j He one day 
When I went quite aftray 
Out of meer love 
By his mild Dove 
Did (hew me home, and put mc in the way. 

1. 

Let it ftifiice at length thy fits 
And lufls C laid he,) 
Have had their wi(h, and way i 
Prefle not to be 
Still th/own foe, and mine 5 for to this day 
I did delay, 
And would not fee, but chofe to wink. 
Nay, at the very brink 
Andcdeeofali 
When thou wouldflfall 
My lovz-tmfi held thee up, my unfm linlc. 
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3- 
1 know thee well j for I have fram'd 

And hate thee not. 

Thy 0)irit too is mine j 

I know thy lot, 

B xtent^and end, for my hands drew the line 

Ailigned thine ; 

If then thou would'd unto my feat, 

*Tis not th'applaufe, and feat 

Of duft, and clay 

Leads to that way. 

But from thofe follies a rcfolv*d Retreat. 

Now here helow where ytt untam'd 
Thou doeft thus rove 
I have a houfe as well 
As there above. 
In It my Namiy and bmoitr both do dwell 
And ihallundU 
I make all new y there nothing gay 
In perfumes, or Array, 
Dud lies with dud 
And hath but juft 
The fame Refped, and room, with ev'ry clay. 

y. 

A faith&l fchool where thou malft fee 
In Herald rle 
Of ftoncs, and fpcechlcfs Earth 
Thy true defcent ; 
Where dead men preach^who can turn feafis,and mirth 
To funerals, and Lent, 
There dufl that out of doors might fill 
Thy eies, and blind thee flill. 
Is fail afleep5 
Up then, and keep 
Within chofe doors,(my doors) doft hear ? I will. 

F 4 Love 
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Love, and Difcipline, 

^Ince in a land not barren ftil 
^(Bccaufe thou doft thy grace diftiJ.> 
My iott is fain, Blcft be thy will ! ' 

And lince thefe biting froAs but idl 
Some tares in me which choke, or fpij 
That feed thou fow'ft, Blcft be thy skil ! 

Blcft be thy Dew, and blcft thy froft. 
And happy I to be fo croft. 
And cur'd by Crofics at thy coft. 

The Dew doth Cheer what is diftrcft, 
Thefrofts ill weeds nip, and molcri. 
In both thou work'ft linto the bcft. 

Thus while tbylcvVal mercies plot. 
And work on me now cold^ now hot, 
Thework goes on, and flackcth not. 

For as thy h«nd the weather fteers. 

So thrive I beft^ *twixt joyes, and tears 

And all the year hare fomc grcan Ears, * 



The PiJgriinage. 



As travcIJours when the twilight's come. 
And m the sky the ftars appear^ 
The paft daics accidents do fijnime 
With, Tbm wee faw there, and tbm here. 



Thien 
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Then facolhilVc lodge in a place 
( A place, and no more, is fct dow n,) 
Where till the day rcftore the race 
They reft and dream homes of their own. 

So for this ni^t I linger hcre^ 
And full of toi5ngs too and fro, 
Exped ftil when thou wilt appear 
That I may get me up, and ^* 

I long, and grone> and grievefbr rhee^ 
For thee my words, my tears do guJh, 
that I were but vtberi Ifit ! 
Is ail the note within my Buih. 

As Birds rob'd of their native wood, 
Although their Diet may be fine. 
Yet neither fing, nor like their ibod y 
But with the thought of home do pine; 

So do I mourn, and hang my head. 
And diough thoudoft me fuilnes give, 
Yet look 1 for far better bread 
Becaufe by this man cannot live. 

O feed me then ! and /ince I may 
Have yet more days^more nights to Count, 
So ftrengthenme, Lord,all the way, 
That I may travel to thy Mount* 

Heb, Cap. xi. vcr» i^. 

And tbey Confefltd, that thty Tvere grangers, 
en the eardf 



The 
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The Law, and the Gofpel. 

J^Ord, when thou didft on SinA pitch 
And (hinc from Pa^miy when a firic Law 
PronouncM with thunder, and thy threats did thaw 
Thy Peoples hearts^ when all thy weeds were rich 

And Inacccf&ble foi light, 
Terrour, and might. 
How did poor fieih (which after thou didft weare^) 

Then faint, and fear ! 
Thy Chofen flock, like leafs in a high wind, 
Whiipet'd obedience, and their heads InclinM* 

a. 

But now fince we to Sion came. 
And through thy bloud thy glory fee. 
With filial Confidence wc touch ev'n thee ; 
And whcte the other mount all clad in flame. 

And threaming Clouds would not (bmuch 
As 'bide the touch. 
We Climb up (hie, and haVe too all the way 

Thy hand ou r (lay. 
Nay, thou tak'ft ours, and (which ful Comfort brings ) 
1 hy Dove too bears us on her facrcd wings. 



Yet fince man is a very brute 
And after all thy Ads of grace doth kick. 
Slighting that health thou gav'fb, when he was fick^ 
Be not diipleasM, If I, who have a fiite 
To thee each houre^ beg at thy door 
For this one more ; 
O plant in me thy Go/pel^ and thy Lasv^ 
Both FMtbj and Am \ 
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So twift them in my heart, that ever there 
I may as wel as Lcve^ find too thy fear I 



Let me not fpll, but drink thy bloud. 
Not break thy fence, and bv a black Excels 
Force down a Juft Curfe, wnen thy hands would blefi ^ 
Let me not fcatter, and delpUe my food. 

Or nail diofe blefled limbs again 
Which bore my pain ; 
So Shall thy mercies flow : for while I fear, 

I know, thou'lt bear. 
But ihould thy mild In jundion nothing move me, 
I would both think, and Judge 1 did not love thee. 

'John Cap. i4.vcr. l^ 
If ye loveme^ l(ecf my CammandemintSm 



The World. 

1 Saw Eternity the other night 

•'Like a zrczt Ring of pure and endlefs light. 

Ail calm, as it was bright. 
And round beneath it. Time in hours, days, years 

Driv'n by the fpbcres 
Like a vaft fhadow mov'd. In which the world 

And all her train were hurl'd ; 
The doting Lover in his queintcft ftrain 

Did their Complain, 
Neer him, his Lute, his fancy, and his flights. 

Wits fo our delights , 
With gloves, and knots the /illy fnares of pleafuro 

Yet his dear Trcafure 
All fcatter'd lay, while be his eysdid pour 

Upon a flowr. 

The 
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X. 



Tliedarklbme States-man hung with weights and woe 
Like a thick midnight-fog mov*d there fo flow- 
He did nor ftay, nor go ; 
Condemning thoughts (like ud Ecdiples} Icowl 

Upon hisfouJ^ 
And Clouds of crying witneiTes without 

Purfiied him with one {hour. 
Yet dig*d the Mole, and left his w^ be found 

Workt under ground. 
Where he did Clutch his prey, but one did fee 

Thatpolicic, 
Churches and altars fed him. Perjuries 

Were enats and flies. 
It rained about him bloud and tears, but he 

Drank them as free. 



The fcarfiill miler on a heap of ruft 

Sate pining ail his life there, did fi:arce tnift 

His own hands with the duft. 
Yet would not place one pecce above, but lives 

In fcare of thccves. 
Thoufands there were as frantick as him&If 

And hug*d each one his pelf. 
The dowivrisht Bptcute plac*d heav'n In ienfc 

And fcomd pretence 
V^'hile others flipt into a wide Exce^e 

Said little lefie • 
The weaker fort flight, trivlall wares Inflave 

Who think them brave. 
And poor, defpilcd truth (Sue Counting by 
Their vidoiy. 



Tct 
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Yet fomc, who all this while did weep and Gng, 
And fing , and weep, foar*d up into the if^mg^ 

But mod would ufe no wing. 
O fools (faid I,) thus to prefer dark night 

Before true light. 
To live in grots, and caves, and hate the day 

Becaufe itfhcws the wdy. 
The way which from this dead and dark abode 

Leads up to God, 
A way where you might tread the Sun, and be 

More bright than he. 
But as I did their madnes {o difcufTe 

One whifpcr*d thus, 
thU King the Bride-groome did fir none frovidf 

But fir his bridem 

John Cap. x. ver.x^, 17* 

All that u In the world, the lufi of the fi^, ibelnfi of the 
Bys^ ani the fride ef iifi, u not of the fatter^ but a of the 

tpoitld. 

Andthewmldpdjfetbaivay, and the lufU thereof ybtu he 
that doth the Hfill of God Abtdeth forever. 



The Mutinie. 

l^Eary of this fame Clay, and draw, I laid 

Me down to breath, and cafting in my heart 
The aA:er burthens, and grie& yet to come. 

The heavy lum 
So (hook my breft, that (fick and fore difmalM) 
My thoughts^ Uke water which fome ftone doth fiart 



Did 
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Didquit their troubled Channel^ and retire 
llnto the banks, where^ftorming at thofc]bounds, 
They murmur'd fore ; But I, who feic chem boy] 

And knew their Coyi, 
Turning to him, who made poor fand to tire 
Andtame proud waves, Ifvct thefe barren grounds 
And tnirftie brick muft be (faid 1) 

My taske, and DefUnie, 



1. 



Let me lb ftrive and ftru^Ie with thy foes 
(Not tliine alone, but mine too,) that when all 
Their Arts and force are built unto the height 

That Babel-weight 
May prove thy glory, and their fhame ; fo Clofe 
And knit roe to thee. That though in this vale 
Of fin atid death 1 fojourn, yet one Eie 
Mav look to thee. To thee the fini(hcr 
And Author of my faith ^ fo (hew me home 

That all this fome 
And frothie nolle which up and down doth file 
May find no lodging in mine £ie, or £are, 
O feai them up ! that thefe may file 

Like other tempefts by. 



Not but I know thou haft a (horcer Cut 

To bring me home, than through a wildernes, 

A Sea, or Sands and Seroents , Yet fincethou 

TAs thy words (now ) 
Though in this defart I were wholv fhut, 
Canft light and lead me there witn fuch rednfs 
That no d cay Oial touch me • O be pleasM 
To fix my fteps, and whatfoever path 
Thy facred and eternal wil decreed 

For thy bruis d reed 

O 



oc 
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O give It fill obedience^ that (bfeiz'd 
Ofali I have, I may nor move thy wrath 
Nor grieve thy Dove^ but foft and mild 
Both live and die thy Child. 

Revel. Cap. x. vcr. 17. 
To him that overeometb wU I give to eate of the hidden 
Manna^i and I mi give him a while (tone, and in the floae a 
wjv name written^ which no man l^nowethy faving he that 
meiveth it. 



tit ■ ■ 



The Conftdlation. 

FAIr, ordered lights (whofe motion without noifc 
Kefembies thofe true Joys 
Whofc fpring is on that hil where you do grow 
And wc here taft fbmetimes below ^) 

With what exaft obedience do you move 

Now beneafch> and now above. 
And in your vaft progreffions overlook 
The darkeft nl^tj and clofefl nook ! 

Some nights I fee you in the gladfome Eaflj 

Some others neer the Well, 
And when I cannot fee, yet do you (hine 
And beat about your endles line. 

Silence, and light, and watchflilnes with you 

Attend and wind the Clue, 
No fleep, nor floth afiaiies vou, but poor man 
Still either deeps, or flips his [pan. 

He grops beneath here, and with reftlefs Care 

Firft makes, tKen hugs a fnare. 
Adores dead duft fets heart on Corne and grafs 
But feldom doth make heav'n his glais. 



Mufick 
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Mufick and mitth (If there be muftck here) 

Take up, and tune his year, 
Thefe things are Kin to him, and tmi^ be had^ 
Who kneels, or iighs a life h mad. 

Perhaps fbme nights hcc*l watch with you, and peep 

When it were bcft to flccp. 
Dares know Eftcds, and Judge cnem long before. 

When th* herb he treads knows much, much more. 

But feeks he yaarObidUnce, Order. Light y 
Your calm and wel-trainM flight, 
Where, though the glory differ in each ftar. 
Yet is there peace ftill,and no war ? 

Since plac'd by him who calls you by your names 

And fixt there all your flames. 
Without Command you never adcd ought 
And then you in your Courles fought. 

But here Commiffion'd by a Mack felf-wil 

The fons the father kil. 
The Children Chafe the mother, and would hca? 
The wounds they give, by cr>'ing, zeale. 

Then Caft her bloud, and tears upon ihv book 

Where they for fafhion look. 
And like that Lamb which had the Dragons voice 
Seem mild, but arc known by their noifc. 

Thus by our lufts difordet'd into wars 

Our guides prove wanch-ing ftars. 
Which for thefe mifts, and black days were referv'd 
What time we from our firft love fwerv'd, ' 

Yet O for bis fake who fits now by thee 
All crown'dwith vidory^ 

So 
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So guUe us through chisDarknes, that wc may 
Be more and more in loye with day; 

Settle, and fix our hearts, that we may move 

In order, peace, and love, 
And taught obedience by thy whole Creation > 
Become an humble, holy nation. 

Give to thy fpoulc her perfe^, and pure drefs, 

Btauty and hoUnefsy 
And fo repair thefe'Rerfts, that men may fee 
And UjyWbenGod /f, all agru. 



The Shephcards* 

CWeet, harmlcs lives \ (on whpfc holy Iciftre 

*^ Waits Innocence and pleafure,) 

Whofe leaders to ihofc paftures, and clcer fprings. 

Were Patriarchs^ Saints, and Kings, 
How happend i^that in the dead of night 

You only faw true light, 
While Pclefiine was faft a fleep, and lay 

Without one thought of Day ? 
Was it becaufe thofe firft and bleAcd fwains 

Were pilgrims on rhofe plains 
When they received the jpromife, for which now 

* I was there firft ftiown to you ? 
Tf8 true, he loves that Duft wherton they go 

That ferve him here below. 
And therefore might for memory of thofe 

His love there firft diCblofe • 
But wretched Ssle^ once his love, muft now 

No voice, nor vifionknow, 

^ Her 
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Her ftately Piles with all their height and pride 

Now languiihcd and died^ 
AtidBethUm3ih\xnnb\c Cotts above them flept 

While all her Seers (Icpt; 
Her Cedar^ firr, hew'd ftones and gold were all 

Polluted through their fall, / 

And thole once facred maniions were now 

Meer cmpcinefs and (how. 
This made the An^l call ac reecU and thatch^ 

Yet where rhe (hepheards watch. 
And Gods own lodging ( though he could not lack,) 

To be a common Raclf^ , 
No coftly pride, no fofc^loath'd luxurie 

In cnofe thin Cels could lie. 
Each ftlrring wind and ftorm blew through their Cots 

Whicn never harbour *d plots. 
Only Concent, and love^and humble joys 

Lived there without all nolle. 
Perhaps fome harmlefs Cares for the next day 

Did in their boibmes plav. 
As where to lead their Iheep, wnat filent nook, 

What fprings or (hades to look. 
But that was all ; And now with gladlbme care 

They for the town prepare. 
They leave their flock, and in a bufic calk 

Ail towards Bithlem walk 
To fee their fouls great (hepheard, who was come 

To bring aU (Iraglcrs home. 
Where now they find him ouc, and taught before 

That Lamb of God adore. 
That Lamb whole dales greac Kings and Prophets wiih*d 

And lone'd to fee, but mils d. i 

The firft light they beheld was bright and gay i 

And tum'd their night to day, , \ 

But to this later lighc dicy faw in him^ 

Their day was dark, and dim. 

Miferie. 
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Mifcry* 

T Orcl> bind me up, and kt me lye 

A Pris*ncr to mv libcnie. 
If fiich a fiate at all can be 
As an Impris'ment fervinjg: thee ; 
The wind, though gather^ in thy fid, 
Yetdodi it blow ftu where it lift^ 
And yet {houidft thou let eo thy hold 
Thofe guft$ might quarreland grow bold* 

As waters here^ headlong and loole 
The lower grounds ftil chaie, and choofe. 
Where fpreading all the way they (eek 
And (earch outev'ry hole^ and Creek; 
So my (pilt thoughts winding from thee 
Take the down-rode to vanitie , 
Where they all ftray and ftrive, which (hal 
Find out the firftand fteepeft fal , 
I cheer their flow, giving lupply 
To what's already grown too high. 
And having thusperforni'd that part 
Peed on tho(e vomits of my heart. 
I break the fence my own hands made 
Then lay that trefpafle in the ihade^ 
Some fig-leafs ftil I do devife 
As if thou hadft nor ears, nor Eyes. 
Excefie of friends, of words^ and wine 
Take up my dav, while thou doA ihine 
All unregarded, and thy book 
Hath not To much as one poor look. 
If thou ileal in amidft the mirth 
And kindly tel me, / am Earthy 
I flmt thee out, and let that flip. 
Such Muiick fpoils good firllowflup. 

G % Thus 
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Thus wretched I, and moft unkind. 
Exclude my dear God from my mind, 
E xclude him thence, who of that Ccl 
Would make aCourt,ihouJd he there dwcl. 
He goes, he yitlAs 5 And troubled fore 
His holy fpirit grieves therefore. 
The mighty God, th' eternal King 
Doth grieve for Duft, and Duft doth fing. 
But I £o on, hafte to Deveft 
Myfeffofreafon, tiJioppreft 
And buried in my iurfcits I 
Prove my own fname and mifcric- 
Next day I call and cry for thee 
Who ^buldft not then come ncer tome. 
But now it is thy fervants plcafurc 
Thou muft (and doft) give him his meafure. 
Thou doft, thou com'ft, and in a ihowr 
Of healing fweets thy felf doft powr 
Into my wounds, and now thy grace 
( I know it wel,) fils all the place j 
1 lit with thee by this new light. 
And for that hour th'artmy dehghr. 
No man can more the world delplfe 
Or thy great mercies better prize. 
I School my Eys, and ftri Aly dwcl 
Within the Circle of my Cel 
That Calm and filence are my Joys 
Which to thy peace are but meer noife. 
At length I feel my head to ake, 
My fingers Itch, cmd burn to take 
Some new Impbyment. I begin 
To fwel and fome and fret within. 
** Th€ Aff ^ the prtfent times are not 
" Toftwdgem, audmbracea Cot, 
*^ jt^m and Uoudnow get the game, 
" Difdm treads m tht peaceful nam ^ 



Who 
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'^ ivhopti at borne too bears a loadt 

** Greater than thofe that gad abroad. 
Thus do I make thy gifts giv'n me 
The only quarrellcrs with thee, 
I'd loofe thofe knots thy hands did tie. 
Then would go travel, fight or die. 
Thoufands of wild and waAe Infuiions 
Like waves beat on my relblutions, 
As flames at>out their fuel run 
And work, and wind til all \yt done. 
So my fierce (bul buftles about 
And never refls til all be out. 
Thus wilded by a peeviih heart 
Which in thy munck bears no pare 
I ftorm at thee^ calling my peace 
A Lethargy, and meer difeafe. 
Nay, thote bright beams (hot from thy eys 
To calm me in thefe mutinies 
I ftile meer tempers, which uke place 
At fome fet times, but are thy grace. 

Such is mans life, and fiich is mine 
The worft of men, and yet ftU thine, 
Stil thine thou know^ft, and if not fo 
Then give me over to my toe. 
Yet fince as eafie 'tis for thee 
To make man good, as bid him be. 
And with one glaunce (could he that gain, ) 
To look him out of all his pain, 
O fend me from thy holy hil 
So much of {trengtn, as may fulfil 
All thy delight (what c*r they be) 
And iacred Inftitutes in me y 
Open my rockie heart, and fii 
It with obedience to thy wil. 
Then feal it up, that as none fee. 
So none may enter there but tfaee. 

G 3 G 
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O hear my God ! hear hiin3 whole bloud 
Speaks more and better for my good ! 
O kc my Crie come to thy dirone I 
J^^ crie not pour'd with tears alone^ 
(For tears alone are often foul) 
But with the bloud of all my foul. 
With fpirit-fighs, and carneft groneSj 
Faithful and niofl repenting mones^ 
With thefe I crie, and crying pine 
Till thou both mend and make me thine. 



The Sap. 

r^Ome faplefs Blofsom, creep not ftil on Earth 

^^ Forgetting thy firft birth ; 

• ris not from duft, or if fo, why doft thou 

Thus cal and chirft for dew ? 
It tends not thither, if ic doth, why then 

This growth and ftrctch for heav'n ? 
Thy root (iicks but difeafes, worms there feac 

And claim it for their meat. 
Who placed thee here, did ^mething then Infiife 

Which now can tel thee news. 
There is beyond the Stars an hil of myrrh 

From which fome drops fal here, 
Ob it the Prince ofSnlem fits, who deals 

To thee thy fecrec meals. 
There Is chv Country, axid he is the way 

And hath withal the key. 
Yet h v*d he here fometimes, and bore for thee 

Aworldofmiierie, 
For thee, who in the firfl mans loyna didft fal 

From that hil to this vale. 

And 
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And had not he (b done, it is moft true 

Two deaths had bin thy due; 
But going hence, and knowing wel what woes 

Might his friends diicompoie. 
To fliew what ftrange love he had to oiur good 

He gave his (acred bloud 
By wil our lap, and Cordial t now in this 

Lies iuch a heav'n of blifs. 
That J who but truly tafts it, no decay 

Can touch him any way. 
Such lecret life, and venue in it lies 

It wil exalt and rife 
And aftuate fuch fpirits as are fhed 

Or ready to be dead, , 
And bring new too.Get then this fap, and get 

Good ftore of it, but let 
The veifel wliere you pat it be for /iire 

To all your pow V mo A pure } 
There is at all txmts (though ihut up) in you 

A jpower&l, rare <kw. 
Which only grief and love excra^ 3 with this 

Be fiire, and never mifs. 
To wafh your veHel wd : Then humbly take 

This balm for fouls that ake. 
And one who drank it thus, alTures that you 

Shal find a }ov fo true, 
$uch perfed Eafe, and fuch a lively lenfe 

Of grace againil all fins. 
That you'l Confefs the Comfort fiich, as even 
Brings to, and comes bam Heaven. 



G4 



Moimt: 



ii»i 
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Mount of Olives. 

iX^Hcn firft I faw true beauty, and thy Joys 

^ Adive as light, and calm without all noift 

ShinM on my foiil, I felt through all my powr's 

Such a rich aii of fweets, as Evening ihowrs 

Fand by a gentle gale Convey and math 

On fome parch'd bank, crovrn'd with a Aowrie wreath ; 

Odors, and Myrrh, and balm in one rich fioud 

O'r-ranmy heart, and fpirited my bloud. 

My thoughts did fwim in Comforts, and mine cie 

Confeft, The wmlddid only paint and he. 

And where before I did no fafe Courfc fteer 

But wander'd under tempers all the year, 

Went bleak and bare in body as in mind. 

And was biow*n through by e/ry ftorm and wind, 

I am fo wdrm'd now by this elance on rac^ 

That, midft allftorms I fcefa Ray of thecj 

So have I known fome beau&eou8.jrtfir^|« rife 

In fuddain flowres and arbours to my Eies, 

And in the depth and dcaa. of winter bring 

To my Cold thoughts a lively fenie of fpring. 

Thus fed by thee, who itoft all beings nourifli. 
My withered leafs again look green and fiourifli, 
I Aline and (helter underneath thy wing 
Where fick with Iqvc I ftrive thy name to fing. 
Thy glorious name ! which grant I may fo do 
That thefe may be thy Fraife^ and my Joy too. 



Man 
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Man. 



WEighingthe ftedfaftnefs and ftare 

Of fome mean things which here below refide^ 
Wliere birds like watchful Clocks the noilelefs date 

And Intercourse of times divide^ 
Where Bees at night get home and tuvcj and flowrt 

Early, afwel as late, 
Kiie with tlie Sun, and fet in the fiune bowrs 5 

t 

I would ( faid I ) my God would give 
! The ftaidnefs of thele things to man ! for chefe 

To his divine appointments ever cleave. 

And no new bu/Inefs breaks their peace 5 
The birds nor fow^ nor reap, yet fiip and dine^ 

The fiowres without clothes live. 
Yet Solomon was never dreH jb fine. 



Man hath ftil either toycs,or Care, 
He hath no root, nor to one place is ty'd^ 
Biic ever rcilrlci5<>and Irregular 

About this Earth doth run and ride. 
He knows he hath a home, but fcarcc knows where. 

He faycs it is fo ft>T 
That he hatli quite forgot height go there. 



4Hc 
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He knocks at all doors ^ ftrays and roams^ 
Nay hatli not fo much wic as fotnc ftoncs have 
Which in the darkeft nights point to their homeSj 

By fome hid fenfe tneir Maker gave ; 
Man is the fhuttle^ to whole winding qucfl 

And f aflage through thefc looms 
God ordered moaon^ out ordain'd no reft. 



IWalkt the other day (to fpcnd my hour,} 
Into a field 
Where I fometimes had (een the foil to yield 

A gallant flowre^ 
But Winter now had ruffled all the bowrc 
And curious ftore 
I knew there heretofore. 

Yet I whofi: (earch lov*d not to peep and peer 

Tth' face of things 
Thought with mv felf^ there might be other Iprlngs 

Befides this here 
Whichj like cold friends, kes us but once a year^ 

And fo the flowre 
Might have feme other bowrc. 

3 Then 
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Then caking up what I could neereft fpie 

IdiggMabouc 
That place where I had feen him to grow out. 

And by and by 
I (aw the warm Reclufe alone tx> lie 

Where fre(h and green 
He lived of us unleen. 



Many a queftlon Intricate and rare 
Did I there ffrow. 

But all I could extort was, that he now 
Did there repair 

Such loiles as befel him in this air 
And would e'r long 
Come forth moft fair and young. 



This paft, I threw the Clothes quite o'r his hcad^ 

And ilung with fear 
Of my own frailey dropt down many a tear 

upon his bed. 
Then fighing whifpcr'd, Happy are the dead I 
ffbat peace datb now 
Kod^ him afleep beieiv f 

And 
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And yec^ bow few believe (iich doArine Iprings 

From a poor root 
Which all the Winter fleeps here under foot 

And hath no wings 
To raiie it to the truth and light of things^ 

But is ftil trod 
By tv*ry wandring clod. 



O thou ! whole fplrlt did at firft Inflame 

And warm the dead) 
And by a (acred Incubation fed 

With life this frame 
Which once had neither beings fonne^ nor name^ 

Grant I may fb 
Thy fteps track tere bclow^ 



S. 



That in thefe Mafijues and fhadows I may j^ 

Thy facred way. 
And by thofe hid afcehta climb to that day 

Which breaks from thee 
Who art in all things, though invifibly ; 

Shew me thy peace. 
Thy mercy, lovc, and cafc^ 



9. And 
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And fi:om this Carc^ where clrcams and ibrrows raJgn 

Lead me above 
Where Light, Joy, Leifurc, and true Comforts move 

Whhouc all pain, 
There^ hid in thee, (hew me his life again 

At whole dumbeurn 
Thus all the year I mourn. 



Begging. 

I^Ing of Mercy, King of Love, 
*Vln whom I ljyc,in whom I move, 
Perfed what thou hail begun^ 
Let no night put out diis fun 3 
Grant I may, my chief dcfirc ! 
Long for dice, to thee afpire. 
Let my youth, my bloom of dayes 
Be my Comfort, and thy praife. 
That hereafter, when I look 
0*r the fullyed, finful book, 
I may find thy hand therein 
Wiping out my ihamc, and &xl, 
O it is thy only Art 
To reduce a fhibbom heart. 
And fince thine \s yidorie. 
Strong holds ilx)uld belong to thee ^ 

Lord 



^^^tF* 
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Lord then take ityleave it not 
Untomy difpole or lot. 
But (iDce 1 would not have it mine, 
O my Qod^ let it be thine ! 



Judc ven24j25. 

Koy» unto htm that u abU t§ iap m from fulling, and to 
preftmusfauUlefibtfmthtfrefenttofhU glmy vnib 
exetedhig j>y. 

To the only mfi Oody our Ssvtour, be gUrjy and wajefljy 
Dominion and power, now and every Amen. 



FINIS. 
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